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HE Ebirox takes this opportunity to 
acknowledge the many favours received 
' from the public, both as correſpondents 
and as purchaſers ; in gratirude for which, he 
has given all the application that he was capa- 
ble of, to render the preſent edition more wor- 
thy of their regard; and has inſerted ſuch ſongs 
as have appeared ſince the firſt publication, which 
he thinks deſerving of a place in this collection; 
a liſt of the original tunes contained in both vo- 
lumes is likewiſe prefixed ; ſo that in this edition 
there are very few ſongs, but either have the tunes 
to which they are ſung mentioned above them, 
or are in the liſt of original tunes. 


The ſongs that are now added, are marked 


in the index with an aſteriſk, thus“. The pu- 


bliſher has been extremely careful in the whole 
work to collect thoſe ſongs that are moſt eſteemed 
both for muſic and poetry ; and though ſeveral 
of the humorous kind have a place in it, ob- 
ſcene and party ones are equally avoided, 


Thus the CuarmEx is again preſented to 
the public, adorned with many new beauties 


and graces. 


J. G. 
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IN BOTH VOLUMES. 


4 In V O L. * 
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And furies liſten'd to his uy, 


A CHOICE 


COLLECTION of SONGs. 


The power of Muſic; by Mr SM11 8. 
USIC, how pow'rful is thy harm! 
That can the fierceſt rage diſarm, - - 
Calm paſſions in a human breaſt, 


M And lull ev'n jealouſy to reſt; 


With amorous thoughts the ſoul inſpire, 
Or kindle up a warlike fire. 
So great is muſic's pow'r. . 


Amphion, with his tuneful lyre, 

Could rocks remove, and ſtones inſpire; 
Command a city to ariſe, 

And lofty buildings touch the ſkies ; 
While ſtones, obedient to his call, 
Harmonious mov'd, and form'd a wall. 


Arion, from his veſſel caſt, 

In ſafety o'er the ſeas he paſt: 

For, mounted like the ocean's god, 
Upon a dolphin's back he rode, 


Whilſt ſhoals of fiſhes flock'd around. 


Well pleas'd drank in the charming ſound, 


Sad Orpheus, through hell's dreary coaſt, 
Was IE for 8 Song . 
His muſic drew the ghoſts along, 


(8&3 
His ſong could Charon's rage diſarm, 
And Plato and his conſort 1 


Inflam'd by muſic ſoldiers fight, 


Inſpir'd by muſic write; 
Muſic can heal the lover's wounds, 
And calm fierce rage by gentle ſounds ; 
Philoſophy attempts in vain, 
What muſic can with eaſe attain. 

So great is muſic's pow'r. 
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Tune, ALLoa-Hovss. 


M* time, O ye muſes, was happily ſpent, 

When Phebe went with me where-ever I went; 
Ten thoufand ſweet pleaſures T felt in my breaſt ; 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleft : 

But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 

What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find! 
When things were as fine-as could poſſibly be, 

I thought twas the ſpring ; but, alas! it-was ſhe, 


With ſuch a companion, to tend a few ſheep, 
To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep ; 
I was fo good-humonr'd, ſo chearful and gay, 
My heart was as light as a feather all day : 


But now I ſo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown, 


So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known : 
My fair-one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 
And my heart] am ſure, it weighs more than a 


| [pound. 
The fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to-ſoft murmurs the pebbles among. 


Thou know'ft, little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
*Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 

But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide; 
And ſtill, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide * * 


— — _— Lu — 1 


Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I g0 in pain? £0 
Peace then with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 


When my lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 

How pleaſant their ſporting how happy the time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their prime! 
But now, in their frolicks, when by me they pals, 

I fling at their fleeces a handful of graſs ; | 

Be till then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 

To ſee you ſo merry, while I am ſo ſad. 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee, 

Come wagging his tail to my fair-one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor fellow, and patted his head: 
But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour look 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a blow with my crook 
And TI It give him another; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter, when Phebe's away ? 


When walking with Phebe, what fights have I ſeen ? : 
How fair was the flower, how freſh was the green? 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 
The corn-fields'and hedges, and every thing made? 
But now ſhe has left me, though all are ſtill there, 
They none of them now fo delightful appear; 
Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 
Made ſo many beautiful proſpects ariſe. 


weet muſic went with us both, all the wood through, 
he lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
inds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet: 
at now ſhe is abſent, though ſtill they ſing on, 
he woods are but lonely, the melody's gone; 
| Her voice in the conſort, as now I have found, 


ave every thing elle its agreeable ſound. 
42 Roſe, 


CEE 


Raſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 

And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 

Does ought of their ſweetneſs the bloſſoms beguile ? 
That meadow, thoſe daiſies, why do they not ſmile ! 
Ah! rivals, I ſee why it was that you dreſt, 

And made yourſelves fine; for a place in her breaſt ; 
You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 

'To be pluck'd by her hand, on her boſom to die. 


How flowly time creeps, till my Phebe return, 
While amidſt the ſoft Zephyr's cool breezes I burn! 
Methinks, if I knew whereabout he would tread, 
J could breathe on his wings, and 'twould melt down 
a [the lead. 
Fly ſwifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 
And reſt ſo much longer for't when ſhe 1s here. 
Ah! Colin, old time is yet full of delay, | 
Nor will budge one foot faſter for all thou canſt ſay. 


Will no pitying pow'r, that hears me complain, 

Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoſten my pain? 

To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove. 
But what ſwain is ſo filly to live without love ? 

No deity bids the dear nymph to return, 

Though ne'er was ſhepherd fo ſadly forlorn. 
Ah! what ſhall I do! I ſhall die with deſpair ! 


Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one ſo fair. 


— — — 


R of Croden-barus. 


Ubjected to the pow'r of love, 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs eharms, 
The fancy fixt, no more can rove, 
Or fly love's ſoft alarms. 7 


Gay Damon had the ſkill to hun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 

Until his freedom was undone, 

Buy Nel! the conqu' ring maid. 


But 


( 5, ) 
But who can ſtand the force of love. 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ? 


Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove 
And . — us with our will. : 


O happy Damon! happy fair! 
at Cupid has begun 
May faithful Hymen — a care 
To ſee it fairly done. 


6 pO 


F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nacthing earthly equals thee ; 
For Heaven's ſake, Oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
An thau wert my ain thing, 
1 would love thee, I would love thee ; 
An thou auert my ain thing, 


How dearly would I love thee ! 


The gods one thing. peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave ;; 
O!] for their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou wert, &C. 


To merit I no claim can make, 

But that I love, and for your ſake, 

What man can do [I'll undertake ; 
So dearly do I love thee. 


My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 

Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till fates my chread of life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'll love thee. 


Like bees that ſuck the morning-dew, 
: rae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hue, 
Sae wad: I dwell upon thy mou, 
And gar the g E me. 


669 


Sxe lang's I had the uſe of light, 

I'd on thy beauties feaſt my fot ght, 

Syne in ſaft whiſpers, through the night, 
I'd tell how mach I lov'd thee. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean ? 

She moves a goddeſs o'er the green; 

Were I a king, thou ſhould be queen, 
Nane but my ſell aboon thee. 


"T'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhould twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee, 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay; 
Since love admits of nae delay, 

O let na ſcorn undo me. 


While love does at his altar ſand, 

Hae there's my heart, gie me thy hand, 

And with ilk fmile thou ſhalt command 
The will of him who loves thee. 


An thou wert my ain thing, &c. 


—_ . 


HO bleſt hes aper. what joys ae known, 


ly wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own? 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
That freedom is taſteleſs, &c 


Through walks wy withwoodbines as often we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolick and play: 
How pleaſing their ſport 18 4 The wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me. 
And borrow their "_ &C. * 
0 


E 
To try her ſweet temper, oft - times am I ſeen, 
W In revels all day, with the nymphs on the green; 
Though painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe iles, 
And meets me at night with complacence and ſmiles. 
Ad meets me at night, &c. 


What though on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 

Her wit and good-humour bloom all the year through; 

Time till, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 

And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth, 
And gives to her mind, &C. 


Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam ? 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 

To hold it for life, &C. | 


AT St Ofyth by the mill 
There lives a lovely laſs ; 
O, had I her e 
How gayly life would paſs! 
No bold intruding care 
My bliſs ſhould e'er annoy ;_ 
Her ſmiles would kill deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 
Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm 
Like them, with joys ſerene, 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm. 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals every ſenſe away ; 
The liſt'ning ſwains around 


Forget the ſhort'ning day, 


- - 
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Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, - 


(8. ) 
Health, freedom, wealth, and eaſe, 
Without her, taſteleſs are; 
She gives them pow'r to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care, 


Reſery'd, my future ſhare ? 
And grant it all in her. 


r "WY 


But thoſe eyes, alas! I hate, 


Tune, Gently touch the warbling fre. 


(farming is your ſhape and air, 
And your face as morning fair ; 
Coral lips, and neck of ſnow, 
Cheeks where op'ning roſes blow: 
When you ſpeak, or ſmile, or move, 
All is rapture, all is love. 


Eyes that, heedleſs of my fate, 
Shine with undiſcerning rays,, 
On the fopling idly gaze, 
Watch the glances of the vain, 
Meeting mine with cold diſdain. 


I : 


Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 


As benefits forgot: 


- 
a a — 


Ble, blow, thou winter's wind, 

Thou art not ſo unkind 3 
As man's ingratitude: 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
Thou doſt not bite > nigh. 


L | : Though 


C4] 


2 thou the waters warp, 


Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp 
as Friends remember'd not. 
W. SHAKESPEAR. 


— 
— 


C AN love be controul'd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree ? 
O Molly, who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte, 
Let me ſeize old time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our care, 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with gray hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy. 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ftay, 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We may always find time to grow old, 
Rus$ELL. 
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The ANSHWE X. 
AN lawleſs defire be call'd love ? 
Can reaſon and folly a 
. O Molly, if wiſe you _— 
Take care that you be not too free, 
Let pom wretches pretend, 


They alone have a reliſh for joy ; 
They affirm what they cannot defend, 


And themſelves their own pleaſures defſtroy.. - 
Bright 


{ (1& J 


Bright wiſdom relieves all our cares, 
Mad paſſion produces diſtreſs, 

Conveying it down to grey hairs, 
Too late for the hope of redreſs. 

Then, Molly, be kind to the youth, 

- Whoſe virtue deſerves your reſpect ; 

His ardour, attended with truth, 

Will prevent any fears of neglect. 


WHY heaves my fond boſom ? ah what can it mean! 
Why flutters my heart, that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this tighing and trembling when Daphne is near? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


For ever, methinks; I with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh your face. 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 
With thy face I am charm'd, but inſlav'd by thy mind. 
Untainted by folly, unſully d by pride, 

There native humour and virtue reſide. 


Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply. 
With compaſſion for him, who, without thee, muſtdie, 


—_——— r 


Tune, 1 wiſh my love were in a mire. 
Leſs d as th' immortal gods is he 
The youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
Twas this depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz d, in tranſport toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


(20+ 73 
My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame * 
Ran quick through all my vital frame: 


O' er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


With dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 

My feeble pulſe forgot to play j: 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


—_— a 


Tune, To daunton me. 


Las! when charming Sylvia's gone, 

I ſigh, and think myſelf undone ; 

But when the lovely nymph is here, | 
I'm pleas'd, yer yen and hope, yet fear, 
Thoughtleſs of all but her I rove. 
Ah! tell me, is not this call'd love ? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me ſo? 
J die with grief when ſhe muſt go, 

But Irevive at her return; 

J ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo ſtrong, ſo ſweet, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to friendſhip due! 


Ah no! 'tis love, *tis now too plain, 

I feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; 

For who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's eyes, : 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize? 

Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs'd, 

O let her be by me poſſeſs d. 


T 


Hou riſing ſun, whoſe 6 ray 
Invites my fair to rural play, 


Diſpel 
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Diſpel the miſt, and clear the ſkies, 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 
O] were I ſure my dear to view, 
I'd climb that pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 
Aloft in air that quiv'ring plays, 

And round and round for ever gaze, 
My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
What wood conceals my ſleeping maid ? 
Up by the roots, enrag'd, I'd tear 

2 The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


Oh! could I ride on clouds and ſkies, 

Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! -- 

Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 

And waft a lover on his way. 

My bliſs too long my bride denies; 

Apace the waſting ſummer flies : 

Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 

Not ſtorms, or night ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare ? 
Oh! love has fetters ſtronger far: 

By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 

But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt ; 

When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt. 
"Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay ; 

Away to Orra, haſte away. 


— 4A — 
. 
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Ould you taſte the noon-tide air? 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
"ih The mantling vine will heker you. 
It Down each ſide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm ring, as it goes 
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Lightly o'er the moſly ground, 

Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 
Round the id herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe. 

All alone—yet, in her arms, | | 
Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 


Till blefs'd and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


4 


— 


QTella, darling of the Muſes, 

Fairer than the blooming ſpring ; 

Sweeteſt theme the poet chuſes, 
When of thee he ſtrives to ſing. 


Whilſt my ſoul with wonder traces 
All thy charms of face and mind, 
All the beauties, all the graces 

Of thy ſex in thee I find. 


Love, and joy, and admiration, 
In my breaſt alternate riſe : - 
Words no more can paint my paſſion, 
Than the pencil can thine eyes. 


Laviſh nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy cheeks and lips hath ſpread 
Colours that do ſhame the morning, 
Shining with celeſtial red. 


Pallas, Venus, now muſt never 
Boaſt their charms triumphant ſit ; 
Stella bright outvying eicher, 
This in beauty, that in wit. 


Could the gods, in bleſs'd condition, 
Ought on earth with envy view, 
B : 


Lovely 


Lovely Stella, their ambition 
Would be to reſemble you. 


inn 


(Hee be kind, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my love at ſuch a rate. 
Should I your ſcorn return, twould vex ye. 
Love much abus'd, will turn to hate. 


How can you, lovely, charming creafure, 
Put on the look of cold diſdain ? 
Women were firſt deſign'd by nature, 
Jo give a pleaſure, not a pain. 


Kindneſs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other charms are fled away : 
'Think bn the time we now are 7 ; 


Throw off thoſe frowns, and love obey. 
| LEVERIDOE. 


** 
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Tune, Sweet are the charms of her I love. 
IT: is not, Celia, in our pow'r 
It 


- — 
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To ſay how long otir love will laſt; 
may be we, within this hour, 


: = | * 


May loſe thoſe joys we now do taſte : 
The bleſſed, who immortal be, 
From change of love are only free. 


Then, fince we mortal lovers are, 
Aſk not how leng our love will laſt ; 

But, while it does, let us take care 
Each minute be with pleaſure paſt, 

Were it not madneſs to deny | 

To live, becayſe we're ſure to die? 


Fear not: though love and beauty fail, 
- My reaſon ſhall my heart direct: 
Your kindneſs now ſhall then 1 


And paſſion turn into reſpe 


(15 ) 
Celia, at worſt, you'll in the end 
But change a lover for a friend. G. ETuenice. 


» 


Tune, The la/5 that wwou'd brow how to manage a man. 


1 Love thee by heav'ns, I cannot ſay more; 

Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling: 

If thou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt e en give thee 0'er, 
For I'm but a novice at fooling, | 


Y Wb, my love wants in words, it ſhall make up in deeds, 


Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child ? 
A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds. 
A word to the wiſe is enough, child. 


1 I know how to love, and to make that love known; 


ZBut I hate all proteſting and arguing : FEs 1 
Had a goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſhou'd e en lie alone, 
f ſhe made many words to a bargain. . 


I'm a Quaker in love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying ; 
Pr'ythee be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better term, 

But e'en throw thy Vea or thy Nay in. 


I cannot bear love; like a chancery-ſuit, 
The age of a patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 

Give it one way or other an ending. 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners; + 
Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow cool, 
Before men fit down to their dinners. _ 
* Conax X. 
Nee more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for A my Peggy. 
2 
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Vet greater bards the lyre ſhould hit; 

For pray what ſubje& is more fit, 

Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun juſt riſing in the morn, 

That paints the 400 beſpangl'd thorn, 
Does not ſo muth the day adorn 
As does my lovely Peggy 

And when, in Thetis' Tap to reſt, 

He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
Te's not ſo beauteaus as, undreſt, 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 
Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her _ leating flocks Fd feed, 


And pipe upon my oaten = 
To p Laien B * £4904 
With her a cottage would 35 


All pleaſes while ſhe's in my ſi Pr | 
But when ſhe's Fo tis endleſs night. 
All's dark without my Fegg). 


When Zephyrs on the vi'let blows, 
| Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, , -_ 
* They do not half the ſweets: le. 
. | As.does my lovely Peggy. . 
| 
| 


I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 
And, truſt me, nought but wrath 1 1 
1 The fragrant breath of blooming May” 
4$ Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


3 While bees from flow'r to flow'r do. fore... 
| And Iinnets warble through the grove, 
Oh Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 3 
1 Soong ſhall TTove Peggy. RE 
1 And when Death, witk his pointed dart, 
14 Shall firike the blow that wounds:my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I er 
Adicu, my loyely Feger. Wa 5 
Ty | Young. 


((17:)) 
Vong Celia, in her tender years, 
Like th' roſe-bud on its ſtalck, 
Fill'd with a virgin's modeſt fears, 
Stepp'd forth one eve to walk. 
She oft had heard of love's blind boy, 
And wiſh'd to find him out, EN 
Expecting then to meet the joy 
Of which ſhe'd been in doubt. 


A pleaſant ſhady grove ſhe ſpy'd,. 
9 Where trembling aſpens ſhook ; 
=— Cloſe to its low'ry verge did glide 
A murm'ring limpid brook. 
Amyntor ſighing there ſhe found,. 
She heard him talk of love; 
His crook lay by him on the ground, 
While thus he pray'd to Jove.” 


Grant, mighty pow'r f that I may find 
Some — within this breaſt; 

Grant that my Celia may be kind. 
And make Amyntor bleſt. | 

Grant her to know the force of love, 
And of her ſwain's defire ; 

Grant that of me ſhe may approve, 
And more PI ne'er require. 


** 


Hat care T for affairs of ſtate? 
Or who is rich, or who is great? 
How far abroad th' ambitious roam, 
To bring or gold' or filver home ? 
What 1s't to me, if France and Spain 
Conſent to peace, or war maintain? 


I pay my taxes, peace or war, 
And wiſh all well at Gibraltar; 
But mind a cardinal no more 
+ Than any other ſcarlet whore. + 
| B 3 Grant 


TT RT DCC Ä T ei i me. _ 
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Grant me, ye pow'rs, but this 10 
And let who will the world 


Near ſome ſmooth ſtream, O let me « keep 


My liberty, and feed my ſheep ; 

A ſhady walk, well lin'd with trees ; 
A garden, with a range of bees; 

An orchard, which good apples bears, 
Where ſpring a long green mantle wears, 


Where winters never are ſevere; 
Good barley-land to make good beer ; 
With entertainment for a mend; 
To ſpend in peace my latter end, 

In honeſt eaſe, and home-ſpun 1 
And let the er ning crown the day. 


—_— — — * 


T une, Lowe's a gentle ger rut ain. 
AV, let n om to love diſpleaſing, 


My Winif move = care ; 
Let nought diſturb the heav* nly blefling, - 
Nor 7 [ovary pride, nor gloomy fear. 


What though no grants of royal donors, 
With pompous titles, grace our blood ; 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial --awl 


And, to be noble, will be good. 


What though from Fortune's Iaviſh denne 
No mig ty treaſures we poſſeſs; 

We'll nd, within our pittance, lenty, 

And be content, without excels. 


Still ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; 
For we will live a life of reaſon, 


And that's the only life to live. 


Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Will ſweetly ſound where-e er tis ſpoke; 


(19 ). 
And all the great ones the hall wonder, 
How they admire fuch ittle folk. 


Through youth and age, in love  exclling, 
We'll hand i Loeb, M 


Sweet-ſmiling peace ſhall crown _—_— 


— 


ling. 


And babes, ſweet- miling babes, our bed. 


Oh! how I'd love the pretty creatures. 


While round my knees they're fondly clung, 


To ſee them-look their mother's features, 


To hear them liſp their mother*s tongue ! - 


And when with envy time tranſported, 
Shall think to rob us of our joys, 

You'll in your girls again be courted, 
I'll go enn! in my * 


is... — 


T2 Fanny fair could I impart 


The cauſe of all my woe! 
That beauty, which has won my heart, 
She ſcarcely ſeems to know. 
Unſkill'd in tho 'arts of womankind, 
Without deſign ſhe charms ; 
How can thoſe ſparkling eyes be blind, 
Which every boſom warms ? 


She knows her pow'r is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluſhes ſhows, 
Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th' op'ning budding role : 
Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 
That * the ſenſe ſo = 
Upon a thorny brier grows, 
And — u- with ev'ry touch. 


At firſt when I beheld the fair, 
With raptures I was bleſt; 

But as I would approach more near, 
At once I loſt my reſt: 


Th' in- 


—— — — — 


— — — DD 
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' inchanting ſight, the-ſweet ſurpriſe, 


1 me for my doom; 
One cruel look from thoſe bright * 


Will lay m me in my tomb. 


* * 


** ſylvan pow'rs that rule the Nam, | 
Where ſweetly-winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to thoſe banks again, 

Since there my charming Molly bides. | 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal _ 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 
Where Mo ly 8 — adorn the plain, 

And chear the hearts of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice happy were thoſe golden days, 
When I, amidſt the rural throng, 

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, - 
And Molly's charms were all my ſong. 

While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 

No ſorrow did our mirth alla 

We ſung of pleaſure, ſun of 1 love, 


And muſic breath'd in ev'ry grove... 


O then was I the happieſt ſwain! 

No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy ; 
The ſhepherd ſigh'd for her in vain, 

On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray'd, 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
'The beauteous maid. my, love return d, 
And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin d, 
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 
The charming Molly lull'd afl 
My heart then ſeap'd with i inward ard bliſs, 
Ifo ftly ſtoop'd, and ſtole a kiſs ; 
She wak'd, ſhe. bluſh'd, ſhe faintly blam'd,. 
Why, Damen, are you not aſham d? Ag 
| z 


1 
Ofc in the thick embow ' ring groves, 

Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd. 
The meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpe& charm'd the eye, 

To where the ocean met the ſky, - 


ve ſylvan pow'rs, ye rural gods. 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart ; "BY 

" Reftore me to theſe bleſs d abodes, 

And eaſe, Oh eaſe my love-ſick heart | 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Moll and I ſhall part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
| And crown my bliſs with a her —_— 


— ' PR þ 6 4 AL 


A® charmi. g Chara walk ' d along 3 

The featherd ſow came ſ "ul 
Like Jove, deſcending from his tor, 

To court her in a filver ſhow'r. _ 

The wanton ſnow flew to her breaſts, | 
Like little birds into their neſts ;- H (EO 
But, being o'ercome with whiteneſs . 

For grief dilſolv d. into a tear: | 
Thence flowing down;her garment's hem, 

To deck her, * into DA gem. 1 


» a 4 — a.m. 


* - 
4 


Tuns, Gro are the charms, be, — 


iſhing, panting, ſighin — 8 
The cold 1 — 475 
With unavailing pray'rs I ſue, 
Vou firſt have taught me how to love, 
n — 
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But ſhe, alas! unkindly wide, 
To all my fighs and 5 replies, 
"Tis ev'ry prudent maid's concern, 
Her lover's « Fendnefs to improve, - 
If to be happy you ſhould learn, 
You quickly would forget to love. 


_—_—_— 


— _ C—_ \— 


From 2 GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


une, Happy Clown. 2 
He ld now by the dawn 
He farts as freſh as roſes blawn, | 
„ 
n 


Healthful, — * ga 

He chants, and whiſtles out 2 Wo 3 

Vntaught to ſmile, and then 1 ON 
Like courtly weathercocks... greed 


—— 7 from ambition free, 
V 


— yo a 

ere truth and love with joys agree, 
Unſully d with a crimo 

Unmev'd with what diſturbs e 

In propping of their pride and ate, | 

He lives, and, unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


Latent ADS. Ad r 1 ern 


os” * * —ũ— m 


n Gilder Roy..__ 
AF! Cloris, could I now but fu 
You tte — 
our infant-beauty. cou 

No happineſs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did "> 

And prais'd the coming day, . 
F little thought that riſing fire 

Wou'd Aale my reſt away. 


———ůůů— rr 4 
” * * 2 


—_— — — — 
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Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 

As metals in a mine. 
Age from no face takes more away, 

han youth conceal'd in thine. 

But as your charms inſenſibly 

To their ꝓerfections preſt: 
So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 

And center d in my breaft. 


paſſion with your beauty grew, — 

While Cupid at my heart, f 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 

Threw a new flaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part: 

To make a lover, he % 
Employ'd the utmoſt of his art; 

'To make a beauty, ſhe. 


_ = —ͤ—ͤ — 


Tune, Kind Rebin bes me. 
W Hilſt I alone your ſoul poſſeſs d, 
And none more lov'd your boſom preſs d, 


Ye gods, what king like me was bleſs'd, 
When kind Jeany lo'd me! 


Whilſt you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare, 
What queen with Jeany cou'd compare, 
When kind Robin lo'ed me 
Katie now commands my heart, 
Kate who ſings with ſo. much art, | 
Whoſe life to ſave with mine I'd part ; 
For kind Katie lo'es me. 
Patie now delights mine eyes, 
He with . dies, 
Whoſe life to ſave I'd periſh twice; 
For kind Patie lo'es me. - 
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What if 1 Kate for thee diſdain, 

And former love return again, 

To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain? 
For kind Robin lo'es thee, 


Though Patie's kind as kind can he. 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, 
I'd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind Robin lo es me, 
8 — ä Uſl r 
Tune, Villie wvas a wanton u. 
Q Hall I, waſting in deſpair, 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
"Cauſe another's roſy are? * * 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flow ry meads in May, 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me. 
What care I how fair ſhe be? 
Shall a woman's move 
Me to periſh for her love?” .. 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget uy own? *© 
Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, ' 
As may merit name the beſt; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſach to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be? 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair. 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die e' er ſhe ſhall grieve; 
If ſhe ſlight me when I Woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let _— 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be? 
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1 ſilent night her ſables were, 

And xr es were the ſkies ; 

Of glitt'ring ſtars appear ar'd —— 
Than thoſe in Nelly's ey 

When at her father's yate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

She, ſhrouded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe, and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd within my cloſe embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; 
Her ſwelling breaſt and glowing face, 
My a ev'ry touch inflam'd. 
a aſſion I obey'd, 
ME fort to win; | 
And her fond heart was ſoon betray d 
To yield, and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy ; 


J knew no greater bleſſin 
So bleſs'd a man was | 

And ſhe, all raviſh'd with delight, 
Bid me oft come again; 

And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd riſe, and let me in. 


But, ah! + laſt ſhe prov'd wi' bairn, 
And ſighting fat and dull; 

And I, that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd e'en juſt like a fool. 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her rafh fin: . . 

She ſigh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 


But who could cruelly ire, 
Or from ſuch beauty part? 

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 

The charmer of my 9 
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But wedded, and conceal'd our crime. 
Thus all was well again. 


And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
That e'er fhe loot me in. 


”» 


Sud home my long- ſtray d eyes to me, 
Which, ah! too long have dwelt on thee; 
But if from thee they've Fearn'd ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, RR 
And then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them fill. 


Send home my harmleſs heart again, 
Which.no unworthy thought could ſtain ; 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both 


Its word and oath, 
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy lyes, | 
And laugh one day, perhaps when thou 
Shalt grieve for one 1 5 
Thy love will ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. Dr Dox. 


ä 


Hat beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Where nature doth fancy exceed. 
No daiſy, nor ſweet-bluſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty ws Lyn does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet-cooing dove, 
Wich muſic inchant ev'ry buſh, 


Come, 


— 


( 8 '} 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, _. 
And love while the feather'd folks fing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray, p 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep? 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull = to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs ; 

Then, to eaſe the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell, 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed: 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet-windin Tay, 5 
N ? 


Or the pleaſanter banks of the | 
— — 


Tune, Leith Wynd. 


O Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart; 
J paſs the day in pain; | 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain, 
I'm ſtarving cold, whilſt thou art warm: 
Have pity and incline,  *=* 
And grant me for a hap that charm- , 
ing petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy charms ; - 
Deluſive dreams, ten thouſand ways, 
Preſent thee to my arms. 
Then waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
C 2 Thoſe 


( 28 ) 

"Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 

This yanting breaſt of mine. 

I faint, I fail, I wildly rove, 

Becauſe you ftill deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaft of thine ; 8 


Thy petticoat would give me caſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, 

And thou'rt too its law to ſlight, 
By hind'ring the defign. 

May all the powers of love 

At length to make thee mine; 

Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 

From ev ry charm of thine. 


Tune, Pinky-Houſe. 
A Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 
To vent her woe alone, 
Her ſwain Sylvander came that way, 
And heard her dying moan. | 
Ah! is my love (ſaid the) to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 
Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſdain? 


You vow'd the light ſhould darkneſs turn, 
Ere you'd exchange your love; 

In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 

But, ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 

— Who moſt our charms adore... - 


— — 


( 29 ) 
Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 
Alas! I ſee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind. 
What cauſe, Sylvander, have I given 
For cruelty ſo great? | 
Yes ;—for your ſake I lighted heaven, 
And hugg'd you into hate, 


For you delighted, I could die : 
But, oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that cred'lous conſtant I 
Should by yourſelf be kill'd. 
But what avail my fad complaints, 
While you my caſe neglect ? 
My wailing inward ſorrow vents, 
Without the wiſh'd effect. 


This ſaid, all breathleſs, fick, and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand. 
Sylvander then began to melt: 
But ere the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her foul to.heaven. J. Mirren. 


Wi broken words, and downcaſt eyes, 

Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 
And, parting with his Griſy, cries, 

Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
To others I am cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder : 
From thee with pain I'm forcid to go; 

It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my lave ſhall hinder; 
Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 
My vows, though we're oblig'd to ſunder. 
C 3 The 


( 30 ) 
The image of thy graceful air, | 
And 1 which invites my wonder, 
Thy lively wit, and prudence rare. 
Shall fill be. preſent, though we ſunder. 
Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll near engage a heart that's kinder; 


Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me, though we ſunder. 
Ye Ker, take care of my der laſs. 
at as I leave her I may find her: 
When that bleſs d time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never {funder. 


- Hp" the love which meets return, 
| 1 When in {oft flames ſouls equal. burn; 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heaven, relate * 
If, looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark d to marrow 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow? 


Ah. no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her... 
O lovely maid ! my doubts begui | 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 
Be huſh'd,. ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; | 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me gui 3 
With fi crown'd, I'll not envy 
Tn — N above the ſcy; 
hen Mary 's become my marrow;. 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow = 


( 88 )1 
LL in the Downs the fleet was moor U, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd — to and fro. 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord flides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts, cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate*s-fhrill voice he hear, 
And at once into her neſt. 
The aalen Her the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips her kiſſes fweet, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
EE off that falling tear, 

We to meet again. 2 
_—_ as ye Ka, e — by heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that till paints at thee.. 

Believe not what the land-men ſay, 
Who tenipt with doubts thy conſtant. mind ; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors when away 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes; believe them when they tell thee ſa,. 
For thou art n: . 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright ;; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy kin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely _ 


(32) 
Though battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
2 cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
ſhall to his dear return : 
' Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye, 


The boatfwain'gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard: f 
| They kifs'd ; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his head. 
 Herleff ning boat — rows to land; 
Adieu, ſhe cries, and wav $i her lily hand. Gar, 


1120 range Lr the ſtiady bow'rs, 

: And ther all the ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
rip the ga and the grove, 

10 25 for my love. 


My dh in jr ly heat of day, 

thirfty nymph does panting lie, 

Tl * the Hubtan 8 brink, 

And drain the fiream that ſhe may drink. 


At night, when ſhe ſhall w ve, 

A ently bed I'll make m 7 . | 
And with green boughs Pn form a ſhade, * 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And, whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies, 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes ; 
- But, gazing ftill with fond delight, 
Fl watch my charmer all the . ; 


And then, as ſoon as chearful day - 
Has chas'd the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair. 

And find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I-ſpend the day and night, | 
„» 0 PE SEN | LEES 
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e 

Should e er unkind and faithleſs prove, 

I'll ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ore, 

And never think of woman — E. Carney. 


aA. ae. — — 
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OH. the charming month Fr Mo, 
Charming, charming month of 
When the i fan the trees, is 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay. 

When the breezes fan the tries, &c. 


Oh! what joys our proſpect yield, 


Charming joys, &c. 
When m. new livery we ſee every 
Buſh and meadow, tree and field. - 
When in new lu, NM. 


Oh! how freſh the morning air, 3 
When the Zeph 

ö 

Oh! how fweet at night © dream, 


On moſſy pillows, N Bs — 
Of a gentle purling ſtream 


Oh! how kind the e 


Who, her cow bilking, eee 
For a green gown on the graſs. 


Oh l. how ſweet it is to ſpy, _ 
At the concluſion, her canfafon, 
Bluſhing W and downcaſt eye. 


Oh! the ch * | | 
Charming, charming curds and cream, 12 0 | 
When all is over, ſhe gives her lover, .Y 
Who on the ſkiming-diſh carves her name. 
Ihe all is over, &. 


Tune ; Auld e King. 


A Degus ſong ye ſhall hear, N 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; 


All trifling people, draw near, 
| And I ſhall b. be nobly attended. 


2 it not for trifles a few, 
That lately have come into play, 
The men' would want ſomething to do, 
And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drefling ? 
Becauſe the ladies,. they know, 
Admire, by often careſling, . 
That eminent trifle, - a beau. L 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
l +21 
No ſooner the half: is nfled, |. 

But a trifle part them in. 


What mortal man would be able, 
At Whyte's an hour to fit? 
Or who could a tea-table, ; 
Without taking wi for wet.” | 


The court is from trifles ſecure, my 
Gold keys are no trifles we $ 

White rods are no tnifles I'm fure, 
A 


But if you will go to to the place | 
Where trifles abundantly breed, 

The levee will ſhew y is Grace 
Makes promiſes indeed! 

A coach with fix foctmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin ; 

But, ye gods! how oft do we find 
A daious trifle within ? . | 


( 35.) 
A flaſk of champagne people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad ; 


But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, a | . 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow ; 


A peace is a trifle 
o break it à trifle to-morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloke, 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 
But if once the army is broke, 

We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 


The reaſon pray carry along ; 
Becauſe at ev'ry new pla 


Ys 
The houſe they with trifles ſo throng. 


But with people's malice to trifle, 1 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 43 
The author of this is a trifle, _— | 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. Faxqunar. | 


— — _— 


— „* — 
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"Tune, My diary, if thou die. 


IF Heaven, its bleſſings to augment, 
Call Henny to the ſkies, 8 
Hence from the earth flies all content, 
The moment that ſhe dies 

For in this earth there is no fair 
Can give ſuch joy to me 
How great muſt then be my deſpair, 

My Henny, if thou die? 


But now pale ſickneſs leaves her face, 
And now my charmer-ſmiles ; 

New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, 
And all my fear beguiles: 


* 


66 


The bounteous pow'rs have heard the prayers 
I daily made aſt ap 

Like them be kind, and eaſe my cares, 

- ElfeI oo bande muſt die. 


Outh's the ſeaſon made for j Joys, 
Love is then our duty; 
dhe alone who that employs, 
Well — her beauty. 
Let” > * „While we may, 
Beauty = deſpis'd in decay ; 
Toa s "the feaſon, &c. | 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours 15 not to-morrow ; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 

Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return. of ff 


horas, Let us drink, &c. J. Gar. 


* _—_—— 
— — * * = * 
* — 2 - 


Tune, Wee's ny . 
8 Hamilla then my own ? 


O! the dear, the charming treaſure ; 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown; 
All my future life be pleafure. 


See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her er ry feature; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, 
All is gay, and all is nature. 


2 what mingling charms ariſe, 


* 


( 37 ) 
Love ſits laughing in her eyes,  * 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes. 
Haſte then from th Idalian grove, | 
Infant ſmiles, and fports, and grares 
Spread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces. 


Softeſt raptures, free from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround us; 


While a thouſand ſpritely joys = 
Silent flutter all around us. 


"Thus, unſour'd with care or ftrife, 
Heaven till guard this deareſt bleſling ! 
While we tread the path of life, : 


* 


— tt 


Tune, The broom of Cowdenknows. 


1 me, Chloe, how to 
My boafted flame fincere: 
"Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care. 
Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
To bribe my to reſt ; 
In vain ſhe-ſpreads her filken arms, 
And courts me to her breaſt, 


Where can Strephon find repoſe, 
4 7 Co OT i 
or, ! NO peace his boſom k | 

When abſent from the fair. 

What Ie. Phebus from on high 

. e ds his chearful ray? 
ine eyes can well his light ſuppl 
And give me more rim 4 


D 


ES 


of me, Hamilla, tell me why bh, | 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run ? 


Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 


And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 
preſs'd, 


So flies the fawn, with fear 


Seeking its mother ev'ry where; 


It farts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 


And trembles when no danger s near. 


And yet I keep oy but in view, 
To gaze the glor ies of th 2.5 face; 
S 


Not with a hateful ftep purſue 
As age, to rifle ev'ry grace. 


Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 


But haſte all rivals to outſhine ; ; 


Now grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mamma's 5 arms, and fly to mine, 


W. HamiLTon, 


— 


— — 


Tune, 1 Il ed a bonny 


lady... 0 
1 me, tell me, charming creature, 


Will you never eaſe my mow.” 


Muſt I die for ev'ry feature? 
Muſt I always love in vain? 
The deſire of admiration 
Is the pleaſure you purſue; 
Pray thee, try a laſting paſſion, 
Such a love as mine for you. 


Tears and ſighing could not move you z 


For a lover ought to dare: 


s 


When I plainly told I lov'd you, - 


Then you ſaid T went too far, 
Are ſach giddy ways beſeeming 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill ? 
| Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Tes their laves be what they 


7 


will. 


= _- 


- Your 


( 39 ) 


Your negle& with torment fills me, - . 
And my deſperate: thoughts: —_— | 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a lover leſs. — 
If your wand' ring heart is beating 
For new lovers, let it be: | | 
But when you have done coquetting, - 
Name a day, and fix on me. | 


The REPLY. 


N vain, fond oath ; thy tears give 0 er; 
What more, alas | can Flavia do? 

Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore: 

All are not happy that are true. 


Sb choſe ſighs, and weep no more: 
ould heaven and earth with thee combine, 
Twere all in vain; fince any pow'r, . 

To crown thy-love, muſt alter mine. 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 

I'll ſoothe the ills I cannot cure 3 

Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, 
And all | Gandhi de. Go ein 221 10 


- 
„ ä — — 


— 


Saua and Flavia 7 „ 
Do various hearts ſurpriſe; F 
In Stella's ſoul lies all her power, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flavia's co veſts are, : 
And Stella's more conan d 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 

But few a lovely mind. 


Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
K 2 cultivated lands; 

e eaſtern tyrants, Flavia dei; 
L oer barren ſands, 2 


D 2 Then 


(4) 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty's only ſtore: 

Thy charms will day decreaſe ; 
Each day gives more. 


Tune, Broom of Coroden-knows, 


Ious Selinda to 5 
If I but a: the Wr N 
And yet the tender ſool's in tears, 
8 en ſhe believes I'l leave her. 
Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 
Would ſhe could make of me a ſaint, . 
Or Jof her à finner. W. Conoxzvx. 


— — —j—hͤ2— — — <a” a 
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Y Lydia, heavenly fair 
M Af les nes, na 6 Ps 
et looſe thy treſſes, charms, 
8 EW 


And to my lo 1 
O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Though ſacred lightning from them flies aac 
Shew me that ſoft, that a one 

Which paints with charming red thy face. 

Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, | 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs ; 


That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O! hide thy baſom's killing white, HA 
The milky way is not fo bright), a 
eſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 
With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſ thou from the flood 
Of my kind heart the vital ? 


(4) 
Thou art all over endleſs charms; 
O! take me dying to thy arms. Rocnzsrin. 


— 


—_ 


Wur we love, oof why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know; 
Random wks or wilful fate, 

Guides the ſhaſt from Cupid's bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
Tis madneſs ſure in me to grieve; _ 
Since her will is not her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Miſella's cries, 
Aſk not me the reaſon why, © 


Seek the riddle in the ſkies.” A. Pmit.tres., 


- 5 p 


F all the girls 2 are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe. lives in our alley.” 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half ſo ſweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my _ 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes eabbage-nets, 
And through the ſtreets does cry 'em ; 
Her mother he ſells laces long vs 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy e 
But ſure ſuch folks could neter near. 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; | L 
She is the darling of my heart, A 
And ſhe lives in our alley. PA 


When ſhe is by, I keave my 5 
J love her ſo ſincerely; 
My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverel : 
D 3 But 
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(4 ) 
But let him bang his belly- full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 


She is the darling of my heart, 


And ſne lives in our alley. 


Of all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 


32 INTES detint 


The Saturday and Monday : 
For then I'm. dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My mafter carries me to church 


And often am I blamed, 


"Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 


As ſoon as text is named: 


I leave the church in ſermon-time, 


And ſlink away with Sally; 


he » the Gariing of my heart, 
And the lives in eur alley. 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
O ! then I ſhall have mo 7 3, 
I'll hoard-it up, and box it 
And give it to my honey: 
And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, 
I'd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our A 


game of me Sally - 
And, . for her, I'd better be 
l THO 
ut when my ſeven ears are 
O1. then L m 1 817 8 
0 — — r. 
2. 


Bnt nat in our own alley. 


( 43 ) 


Ove, thou art the beſt of human joys;. 
Our chiefeſt happineſs below ; 
All other pleaſures are but toys, 
Muſic without thee is but noiſe, | 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. | 


Heaven, that knew beſt what man could move, 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 
Said, Let him be, and let him love; 
That only muſt his ſoul improve, 

Howe er philoſophers diſpute. 


Was when the ſeas were 
: With 2 blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deplorin 
All on a * reclin d. 
Wide o'er the foaming billows, 

She caſt a wiſhful look ; SK. 
Her head was crown'd with willows. 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months are and over,. 

And nine long t days ; 

Why didſt thon, vent'rous lover, 

Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 

And let my lover reſt: 

Oh! what's thy troubled motion, 

To that within my breaſt ? 

The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear! 

Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 

You'd find a-richer maiden, 

But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain;. 


(44) 


Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eye thoſe rocks diſcover, 
| That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
R A 'd ſhe for her dear, * 
ay'd each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a 2 2 
When o'er the white waves, ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a ſly drooping, 


She bow'd her head and dyd. J. Gar. 


Tune, The broom of Cowden-knows. 
Bu on ye wind, deſcend ſoft rain, 
To ſoothe my tender grief: 
Vour ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 
And yields me ſhort . 
Chorus. O my heart, my heavy, 13 heart, 
Swells as *twould burſt in twain ! 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe its ſmart ; 
Nor I conceal its pain. 


In fome lone corner would I ſit, 
Retir'd from human kind; 
Since mirth, nar ſhow, nor ſparkling s 
Can eaſe my anxious mind. 
O my heart, ke. 


The ſun, which makes all nature as © 
Torments my weary eyes; 

And in dark ſhades I 1 the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies. uy 


The f rh ſtars which yly ſhine, "a 
2 deck che 2 — 72 Me 


SS © M 
Are all ſuch cruel foes of mine, 
I ficken at their fight. 


The gods themſelves their creatures love, 
Who do their aid implore ; - X 

O learn of them, and bleſs the nymph 
Who only you adore. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariſes 2 ſucceſsful love, * 


If not the greateſt woe. 


Chur frowns whene'er I woo her, 
Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give over, 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 

But much more to loſe her lover, 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 
And not winning thus the loſes. 


Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you; 
Then, too late, defire will find you, 
When the power muſt forſake you. 
Think upon the ſad condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. Conoagvx. 


— 


Tune, Strephon's complaint. 


Hen Delia on the plain ; 
W Aw'd by a thouſand . 
I would a but dare not move: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 
Tell me, my heart, &c. 

Whene'er the ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can bear, 


No other wit but her's approve : 
ell me, my heart, if this be love : 


—— 
— 


— — 
— 
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If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 


Though I was once his fondeſt friend, 


That inſtant enemy I prove: 


Tell 


me, my heart, if this be love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove: 


Tell 


me, my heart, if this be love? 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph in my pain; 
J ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove: 


Tell 


me, bs. heart, if this ve love ? 


W 


_— — 


— — — - + — — - 
— — — 
1 


Hat chough 9 call me country: labs? 
my 


I read'it plainly in my glaſs, 


That for a ducheſs T might ek 


O could I ſe the 


ous 9 om but wes my call, 


at play, at ring, and ball, 


I'd 1d ate the proudeſt o them all, 


With a ſtand-by, clear the way. 


Surrounded by a croud of beaus, 


O could I ſee the day 


Pll dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 


With a ſtand-by, clear the way! 


O then for every new delight, 
For equipage and diamonds bright, 


Quadrille, and balls, and — all night. "= 


O could I ſee the day! 


Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 


: The tedious hours of life to kill, | 


4 . * 
- ©. 


With ſmart toupees and powder'd doch, | 
At rivals I'd turn up my noſe; 1 


Shall make ſome Duke or Lord my * $ 
And then, O how I'll tyrannize, 


- % 3 


| ( 4 ) 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my will, 
With a ſtand-by, clear the way. H. Carzy. 


— 


Tune, The bonny gray-ey d morn, &c. 


4 kr woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts: 
Her very eyes can cheat when moſt ſhe's kind, 

She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 

And praQtiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. J. Gar, 


* 


Tune, Cumbernauld-Houſe. | 


Rom anxious zeal and factious ſtrife, 
From all th* uneaſy cares of life, 

From beauty ſtill to merit blind, 
And ſtill to fools and coxcombs kind; 
To where the woods, in brighteſt green, 
Like riſing theatres are ſeen, 
Where gently murm'ring runs the rill, 
And draws freſh ſtreams from ev'ry hill; 


Where Philomel, in mournful ſtrains, 
Like me of hopeleſs love complains, 
Retir'd I paſs the livelong day, 

And idly trifle life away : 

My lyre to tender accents ſtrung, | 

] tell each ſlight, each ſcorn and wrong, 
Then reaſon to my aid I call, . 
Review paſt ſcenes, and ſcorn them all. 


Superior thoughts my mind engage, 
Allur'd by Newton's tempting page, 
Through new found — I wing my flight, 
And trace the glorious ſource of light : | 
But ſhould Clarinda there appear, 
With all her charms of ſhape and air, 


How 


| (48) 
How frail my fixt reſolves would prove, 
. Td yield, again I'd love. 


Tune. Pinky-Hous. 


E weſtern climes where P 1 
T r 
Your ſweetneſs all to her diſcloſe; 
Like Eden round her prove. 
Ye Zephyrs, breathe your fanning gales 
2 ps do guide, 
er verdant meads i 


Deck'd in rich flow'ry 


as 


4 — \ 


Let babbling echo-nymphs, that dwell 
The hollow caves among, 

Their notes and meaſures anſw'ring tell, 
And lengthen out the ſong. 

Ye watchful pow'rs! (I paſs your N 
When ſhe to ſlumber goes, 

Becalm her ſoul with —— dreams, 
And ſweeten her repoſe. 


When Phebus climbs a clearer ſky, 
And blazes o'er the pole, 

Drinking the cryſtal currents dry, 

1 Among n roll; 
e ſylvan n repair 

Unto — ſtreams, 
In ſhining bands attend the fair, 
And ſhade her from his beams, 


(49) ) 

Her golden locks with diamonds tye, 
Her waſte wu a unlace A 

And loudly cry if danger's ni 
Whilſt ſhe's in her — 5 

Defend my dearer ſelf from death, 
When on the deep ſhe lies: 

If ought ſhould ſink her down beneath, 
With her her lover dies. 


O may the ſun ride poſting down! 
And time no meaſure know, 

Till ſhe return, our bliſs to crown, 
And make our joys o erflow. 

May happineſs and ev'ry bliſs 
That lovely he attend : 

I crave nae mair ; in Peggy fair 


My ſong and wiſhes end. A.B. 


66 „ „ nnn — — — >. UG. # 


Tune, The Mill, BIO. 


TW. Pope firſt in vogue 
Brought the blythe Molly Mogg, 
And flouriſh'd her praiſe with his quill—-O ; 
But I ſtrange, that as yet our Twickenham wit 
Ne'er thought on a neighbouring mill—O. _ 
That the ſea's foaming juice did Venus produce, 
Let poets inſiſt on it ſtill 0; 
Yet I ſtoutly aver, that. a fairer than her 
Took her riſe from the froth of the mill O. 


Then tay, O ye nine! how a nymph ſo divine 
Could the lap of a miller's wife fill O? 
Say, did not ſome god ſtray out of the road, 
And ſet up his ſtaff in the mill—O ? 
Jove, a and looſe, in the ſhape of a gooſe, 
Did Leda fo lovingly bill—O, 
That Helen ſhe hatch'd, who ne'er yet was match'd, 
But by this fair maid 8 mill—O, ' 
n 
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In another diſguiſe, Alemene he plies, | 
Like Amphitryon, he frolick'd his fill—O ; 
Then why might not Jove, as a cloke for his love, 
Take upon him the man of the mill—O ? 
To tell ev'ry grace of this freſh-water laſs, 
I own far ſurpaſſes my ſkill—O ; 2 
Even Pope could not do't, and from head to foot 
Deſcribe the fair maid of the mill—O. 


If Homer inflam'd, had an hundred tongues claim'd, 
Such an arduous taſk to'fulfil—O ; | 

Yet I tell the old bard, the caſe were too hard, 
Though he had all the clacks in the mill—O. 

Ye beaus all beware, ſhe's bewitchingly fair, 
Her eyes moſt aſſuredly kill—O ; 


8 a boſom more ſleek than the dow ny ſwan's neck, 
-- Nas this deareſt fweet maid of the mill O. 


- Under petticoat red, though her feet be well hid, 
Yet peep they alternately will—O ; 
Which plainly doth ſhew, that more charms lie perdue, 
In this deareſt ſweet maid of the mill 0. 
Then fy, muſe, beware, it were better by far, 
Such charms as theſe to conceal—-O, 
Leſt thereby you might new rivals incite, 
And bring more to the mill—O, _ 


With influence benign, ah ! would ſhe incline 
With her ſtars to favour my will-—O ! 
That 1 might be with her, twere rapture, I ſwear, 
And muſic to live in the mill—O. 

'Then, fair maid, be kind, nor. with water and wind, 
VUnconſtant turn round like the wheel—O ; 
Leſt, when I am dead, it may way be ſaid, _ 
That your heart was the ſtone of the mill—O. 


Ki 


(:5%:)\ 


Itty, tender, gay, and blooming; -_ * 

K A woulak thou hope to ln | 

Warmly court, grow more preſuming, 

Maids deſpiſe the baſhful ſwain. 

When ſhe's coldeſt, preſs her boldeſt ; 
Fondly ſeize her, claſp her; ſqueeze her, 
Kiſs her lips, her neck, her breaſts, 

And you'll ſoon, you'll ſoon be bleſt, Cc. 

But if after ev'ry trial, | 

Every proof of tender art, 

She, with coldneſs and denial, | 
Still proves coy, and mocks your ſmart, 
| Ceaſe dull whining, moping, pining, 
Vex her, grieve her, ſlight her, leave her, 

Stamp, frown, ſwear, and bid adieu, 

Ceaſe to court, — and ſhe'll court you, Cc. 


_ — 
Tune, To all you ladies now at land, &c. 


M* deareſt maid, ſince you deſire 
To know what I would wiſh, 
What ſtore of wealth I would require 
To gain true happineſs ; 
This faithful inventory take, * | 
Of all that life can eaſy make. Fa, la, la, &c 
Here happy only are the few, 
Who wiſh to live at home, 
Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their ſmall income; 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The fruit of honeſt induſtry. 


A ſoul ſerene, and free from fears, 
With no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet with vain and anxious cares 
To be at all perplex'd ; 
A body that's with health endu'd, 
An open temper, yet not rude, f 
= ns . ; A 


"WP WE 


Vet ever wi 


| WY 


1 
A heart that's always circu 
3 to deceive ; 


Not eaſy to believe. 
And for my dreſs, let it be plain, 
Yet always neat, without a ſtain. 
A cleanly hearth, and chearful fire 


To drive away the cold:  _ 
A moderate glaſs one would require, 


When merry 


y does reflect, 


tales are told; 
The comp' ny of an eaſy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind. 


To give true reliſtr to delight, 


A chaſte and chearful wife, 


Qur hearts as 
Sound ſleep, 
Shall join the ev ming to 
So would we live agreeably, 


And always be content; 
To providence ay thankful be 
For all thoſe bleſſings ſent. 


F Ye p 


owers-above, but grant me this 
No mote III ac, no more I'll wiſh, . 


£ 


— 


th. 


ES 2» 


Moru. 


this, 


. —— 


Wich ſweeteſt humour to unte 
. 
whoſe kind deluſive turn 


7 "oh 


Her 


Tune, Eterich banks. 


Hen firſt thofe bloomin 


That ning play 


air without a 


pride, 217-8 
Her ſhape, her mien, and ev'ry grace; 


My heart, and ev'ry pulſe: beat fait, 


In hurry all my ſpirits moy*'d ; 


I felt new motions in my breaſt : 
The more I gaz d. the more 1 lov'd, 129 


* 
* 


y Charms I ip Fl 
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But 


( 153.) 0 
But when her mirth, and lively ſenſe, _ 
With pleaſure I attentive heard, 
Her wit and chearful innocence 
In ev'ry thought and word appeard, * 
Thoſe lovely beauties of her mind 
A noble laſting joy impart, 
Excite a paſſion more refin'd, 
And doubly captivate the heart. 


When Annie's preſence I enjoy), 
A pleaſant warmth within me glows ; 
No care then dares my bliſs annoy, 
My ſoul with Iove and joy o'erflows. 
Thus, when the glorious god of day 
Diſpels the gloomy ſhades of night, 
Nature reviving, all looks gay, 
And welcomes the returning light. 


Oh! would my charmer make me bleſt, 

And yield to eaſe her lover's pain, 

My fears all gone, my mind at reſt, 

Then peace and joy ſhould ever reign. 
Each happy hour, with freſh delight, 
Would paſs away in mutual love; 

In peace we'd ſpend the day and night, 

And emulate the bleſs'd above. 


— — — 
Tune, The ſpinning-wheel. 
7 as on a ſunſhine ſummer's day. 
When all the fields were freſh and gay, 
The morning bluſh'd when Phebus-roſe, 
Juſt when approaching from the ſeas, | 
As Damon did a hunting ride, 
A lonely cottage he eſpy'd, 
Where charming Chlbe ſpinning ſat, 
And turning ay her wheel about. 


E z Her 


7502 
Her face ten thouſand beauties crown, 
Her curling hair was lovely brown; 
Her ſparkling eyes all hearts could win, 
And ſoft, as down, her ſwan-like ſkin. 
So taking her plain dreſs appears, 

Her age not paſling fifteen years, 
Damon fell ſighing at her foot ; 

But flill ſbe turn d her wheel about. 

Thou faireſt of thy tender kind, 
Bure this can never fill thy mind; 
Such charms attending noble love 
Were ne'er deſign'd for wood nor grove. 
O! come to camp with me, my fair, 
And ſhare my love and glory there; 
And leave this ſordid rural rout, 
And turn no more your wheel about. 
At length, with a few modeſt ſighs, 
She turn'd to him her lovely eyes; 
O! tempt me not, kind Sir, ſne cries, 
Nor ſeek my virtue to ſurpriſe. 

Lou men are not to be believ'd ; 

I've heard how virgins are deceiv'd: 

Q let me tlius my i ſpin out, 
Aud turn my harmleſs wheel about. 


By that dear panting breaſt, he cries, 

And by thoſe lovely killing eyes, 
And by that love hat conquer'd me, 

I ſwear, this muſt not, ſhall not be. 

O] cauſe not my eternal woe, 

Nor kill the man that loves thee foz n;: 

But go with me, and caſe my doubt, 

And turn no more your wheel about. 

His flatt'ring W ſo play d its part, 

He-gain'd admiſſion to her heart; 

And now ſhe thinks it is no fin, 

To let love's fatal poiſon in. x 


E 


= 
—— 


1 
gut fie too late her fault found but, 
And he too ſoon her charms forgot, 
And left her, ere the year was out, 
In tears to turn her wu õ W. 


WB %. 


Was paſt twelve o'clock, in a fine ſummer morn». 
When all the village flept pleaſantly, (ning, 

ynthia's bright beams all nature adorning, | 

Shall guide my ſwift 2 to my lovely me. 

and then my fair Flora, freight with kind wiſhes, _ 

I' fold in my arms with amorous kiſſes, | 
hich ſerves as preludes to more ſolid bliſſes, 

Soon as the vicar has made us one. CISE. 


— — — 
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| OW hard is the fate of all women-kind, 
For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd. 

Dur parents controul us until we are wives, 

Dur huſbands inſlave us the reſt of our lives. va 

ho' fondly. we love, yet we dare not reveal; 

n ſecret we ap TT * a to conceal. _ 

Deny'd ev'ry freedom of life to enjoy. | 

We're ſcorn'd if we're kind, and — blamꝰ d if — 


— 
—_— — = = — << at a... n WDM T_T TY i at. elit to r 
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T laſs that would know how to manage a man, 
Let her liſten, and learn it from me, 

The laſs that would know, &c. | 

His conrage to quell, or his heart to trapan, 

As the time or occafions agree, agree, 

As the time or occaſions agree. 


The girl that has beauty, tho' ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown or the beau, | 
The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
By 25 uſe of that pretty word No, 
Jy &. 5 


(156. ) 
| When the der'd youpers in crouds round herehay 
3 firing b his a to Os eg a 
—Kiſs me, and love me, m rand 

Let her anſwer be fill, = vet tay 


When a doze is contriv'd to lay virtue aſleep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, —_—_— | 
And No be her anfyer to all. 


But when Mr Dapperwit offers his hand, 
| — apiry in-wedlock to go, 
"Zo AB e, and a coach, ds initiate in land; 
- 's an idiot, if then the ſays No. | 


3 8 attack d by a youth full of charms, 
/hoſe courtſhip proclaims him a man, 
en preſs'd to 5 boſom, and claſp'd in his arms, 
Then let her yew Ne if ſhe can, 
8 &c. 21 | Concanzs, 
MA: | | | 


— 


— 


0 Say ! what is that thing call'd * 4 
Which I can ne' er enjoy? | 5 
What is the bleſſing of the fight? 

O tell your poor blind boy. 


You talk of wond'rous things you ſee ; 
You ſay the ſhun ſhines bright. 


I I feel him warm; but how can he 
Ere make it day or night? 


M day or ni ht ee 
ene er I ſleep or play; 
And could I always keep a 
It would be Mays day. 


With heavy Agi, I often hear 

You mourn'my hopeleſs woe; 
* ſure; with patience, I may bear 
I neꝰer can Know. | 


657) 
Then let not what I cannot have 
My chear of mind d 
Whilſt thus I ſing, I am a my | 
Altho' a poor blind boy. C. Craven; 


bo 
" - 
a Ll 0 — 
. 


Tune, The birks of Abergeldie. . 


I Thought it once a loneſome life, 
A loneſome life, a loneſome life, 
I thought it once a loneſome life, 
To lie ſo lang my lane, jo, | 
But who would not my caſe pr 
Since I am curſed with a mage 
What once I long'd for, now I hate; 
I'm quite another man, jo. 


When I was full out nineteen years, | 
Out nineteen. years, out nineteen years, 
Wh __ . Ly 1 
J held my head ſu 3... 
Then I Nad d to as ak als; 8 
Ne'er thought on What would come to paſs, 21 
Nor look d in matfimony's glaſs, + 
Till headlong down I came, jo. 


Before the fatal marriage · day 
So keen was I, ſo keen was 4 
I reſted neither night nor day, : [ 
But wander'd up and down, jo. 1 
To pleaſe her I took meikle care, 

Ane would hae thought I ſought nae mat 
In the wide warld to my ſhare, 

But her wrapt in her gown, o. 


My own ſmall ſtock did-ſcarce defray, 
Did ſcarce defray, did ſcarce — 
My own ſmall dock did ſcarce defray 


* the marriage- charge, o. 


( 580 
2 nging to a houſe, 
ve till I Pan 2 — a ſouce. 
| 8 ut I'm turned wond'rous douſe, 
And filler's nae ſac large, ja, 


Her father, and her friends likewiſe, 
Her friends likewiſe, her friends likewiſe, 
Did hold her out for ſuch a prize, 
1 188 nae labour loſt, jo. 

dreſs d myſelf from neck to heel, 
And all was for a gilded pill; N 
Now I would wiſh the meikte deil 
Had her, and pay the coſt, jo. 


Her father ſent a ſhip to ſea, 

A ſhip to ſea, a ſhip to ſea; 

When it returns, quoth he to me, 

I'll pay you ilka plack, J0. 

The ſervants grumble, -wife raves, * 

When hungry ſtomach fore them craves. | 

Now I am told by the eld knave,”” 

. The ſhip will ne'er come back, jo. 
= Alack-a-day, what will I do, 

1 What will do, what will I do, oon 

Alack-a-day, what will I do! ob zb of T 

= The honey-month 1 is done, 10. 

My glitering gold is all turn 'd dros ,, 

Aud filler ſcarcely will be bras. 

1 ve nothing but a bonny laſs, x 

+” "And ſhe's quite out of tune, jo. 

Yet ſhe lays all the blame on me, vn 

= 2 1 „l the blame on me, 3 1 14 
ays, 4 brought er to milery. _ KV 221% 21% 

This is a worry life, jo. * 

Pim wenn ir ond, as bed 0 

If T could leave bet der behind. 

I'm out of hopes ſhell ever mend; oF 


S tc £647 de Meg 
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Now, bachelors, be wiſe in time, 
Be wiſe in time, be wile in time. 
Tho? ſhe's call'd modeſt, fair, and fine, 
And rich in gold and plate, jo; | 
Yet ye'll have cauſe to curſe hard fate, 
If once ſhe catch you in her net ; 
Your blazing ſtar will ſoon be ſet ; 
Then look before you r jo. 


1 Nelly, m heart's delight, 


Be loving, and do not flight 

The profer I * for modeſty 's ſake; 
I honour your png bright. 

For, love, I profeſs, do no leſs, 

Thou haſt my favour won. 

And fince I oe our modeſty, 

I pray agree and fancy me, 

Tho' I = but a farmer's ſon. 


No; I'm a lady gay; 
'Tis dec well known, I may 


Have men of renown, in country or town * 
So, wy without delay, 

| Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nancy, or Prot, 
Their loves will ſoon be won. | 

But don't you dare to ſpeak me fair, 

Ar tho' ¶ were at my laft pray r, 

Jo marry a farmer's ſon. _ 

My father has riches in ſtore, -*. 

Two hundred a-year and more, | 

Beſides ſheep and cows, carts, harrows and ploughs; - 
His age is above threeſcore : 8 

And when he does die, then merrily I e. Wt, 
Shall have what he has won: 

Both land and kine, all ſhall be thine, 

If thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 

And marry a farmer's ſon, 


Well, ance tis o, — E-wil b 24 
And I hop no Rarm 18 ar 
Farewel, adieu. I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 
Tho' Im but a farmer's fon. 


Be not in ſuch haſte, guoth ſhe, 
Perhaps wwe may flill agree 
For, man, I proteſt, I was N in jeſt; 
Come, prithee, fit down by me; 
For thou art the man, that werily can 
Perform what muſ! be done; 
Both flrait and tall,” gentet] withal, 
f Therefore I ſhall be at your call, | 
To marry a farmer i. ſor. 
Dear lady, believe me now ; 
- I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No lords in their lives take pleaſure in wives, 
Like fellows that drive the plow ; 1 
For whate'er they gain, with labour a and Pain, a 
They don't to harlots run, y 
As courtiers do. I never knew, 5 
A London beau, that could outdo 
A country farmer s ſon. 


| ; > 
— — — — 
— — — — — | 
. 


9 Tone | Coins complaint: 


"HO" cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true 
Vet, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 


. nnab, | 
e 


* 
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Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 

To me what a heav'n it would be! 
To him but a woman you ſeem, 

But, ah | you're an angel to me. 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow ; 
Still clinging around that.dear waift, A 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go. 
That arm, like a lily ſo white, 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were I like a monarch to reign, - 
The graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I muſt feel thy Kdain, 
If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this pain, | 
But give me my death in a frbwn. H. Caxzy. 


n e 


Tune, Up and war em d, Will. — 


Hen we went to the field of war, 
And to the weaponſhaw, Willy, 

With true deſign to ſtand our = 
And chaſe our faes awa', Willy, 
Lairds and lords came there bedeen, 
And vow gin they were pra”, Willy. 

Up and car em a, Willy; 

War em a', war em a, Will. 


And when our army was drawn up- 
The braveſt e'er I 1 Willy, 

We did not doubt to rax the rout, 

And win the day and a', Willy. 


F — | Pipers 


( 62.) 

Pipers play'd frae right to left, 

Fy, fourugh Whigs awa', Willy. 
Up and war, &c. | 


But when our ſtandard was ſet up, 

So fierce the wind did bla*, Willy, 
The golden knop down from the top 
Unto the ground did fa', Willy. 
Then ſecond-fighted Sandy ſaid, 
We'll do nae good at a', Willy. 


When bra'ly they attack'd our left, . 
Our front, and flank, and a', Willy ; 
Our bald commander on the green 
Our faes's left did ca, Willy, 

And there the greateſt ſlaughter made 

That &'er poor Tonald ſaw, Willy, 


Firſt when they ſaw our highland mob, 
They ſwore they'd ſlay us a', Willy; 
And yet ane fyl'd his breiks for fear, 
And fo did rin awa', Willy. 
We rave him back to Bonny Brigg. 
Dragoons, and foot, and a', Willy. 4. 0 


4 But when their general view'd our lines, 

And them in order ſaw, Willy, | 
He ftraight did march into the town, 
And back his left did draw, Willy. 

Thus we taught them the better gate, 
To get a better fa', Willy. 


And then we rally'd on the hills, 

And bravely up did draw, Willy. 

But gin ye ſpeir wha wan the day, 

T'll tell ye what I ſaw, Willy. 

We baith did fight, and baith were beat, 

And baith did rin awa', Willy. 

So there's my canty highland ſang, 

About the thing I ſaw, Will). B. G. 
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Tune, 5% Bell. 


PE fair who can my fancy warm, 

A ſoul informs her boſom, . 

Whoſe quick'ning pow'r preſerves the form 
In youth's immortal bloſſom, 

Such worth can fix our heart and eye, 
Each raptur'd breaſt inſpiring ; 

With laſting, firm, ſubſtantial joy, 
We live and die admiring. 


When abſent from my charmer's ſight, 
' Inferior nymphs careſſing, 

They yield a tranſient, faint delight, 
Which palls in the poſſeſſing. 

But in the heav'n of Mira's arms 
My raviſh'd fancy traces 

Exhauſtleſs pleaſures, endleſs charms, 
And never-fading graces. 


n 


Tune, Sweet are the charms of her I Ive. 


Ou'd Heav'n indulge my fond defire, 
And give ſome rural calm retreat, 
Where peace attunes the ſylvan lyre, 
And vernal woods the ſound repeat ; 
Where I my artleſs reed might join, 
And mix in harmony divine ; 


And go. my Delia to my arms, 
Delia, whom more than life I love; 
In whom, with all their varying charms, 
A Pallas and a Venus move; 
The ſkilful muſic of her tongue, 
Reſponding, would refine the ſong. 


I'd ſcorn the glittꝰring pomp of courts, 
The park, the ring, the ball, the play ; 


F2 Nor 


N. 

Nor mind the tales that fame reports, 
But thus employ the ſmiling day ; 
While, knit with time in wanton dance, 
Still laughing joys on joys advance. 
When firſt the ſun ſalutes the ſkies, 

And tips the eaſtern hills with gold, 
From my dear Delia's arms I'd rife, 

And looſe the flocks from out the fold ;- 
Too bleſs'd—this taſk when Paris knew, 
Had he poſſeſs'd his Helen too: 


Through verdant plains, and waving woods, 
I'd wander with my fleecy care, 

And, on the banks o „NI. floods, 
Repeat the praiſes of my fair; 

Such praiſe as love and truth beſtow, 


Where love and truth united glow. 
Then, as I nam'd the perſect maid, 


The winding ſtream ſhould catch the ſound, 


Delia convey to ev'ry ſhade, 

Through which its wat'ry path it found ; 
The ſporting Naiads chant the la, 
And deep beneath the ſounds convey. - 


The Zephyrs, raviſh'd with her name, 
Should waft it through the nodding grove, 
And Echo, pleas'd to Jo the ſame, | 
Still farther with the accents rove ; PTY 
Till ſtreams, and woods, and earth, and air, 
Should learn my theme, my pleaſure ſhare. 


When ſhe ſhould riſe from ſoft repoſe, 
And come to bleſs my caviſh'd ſight, 
'The day thoſe ſweets that friendſhip knows, 
And love's delights ſhould crown the night, 
Thus angel joys ſhould bloom below, 
And bliſs in endleſs circles flow. 
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Ho ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
Sveet taſte the peach and cherry; 


Painting and order pleaſe our een, 


And claret makes us merry. 


But fineſt colours, fruits, and flowers, 


And wine, tho' I be thirſty, 
Loſs a' their charms and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. 


When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear « lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting ? 

But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 

I'm wrapt in admiration ; 

My thoughts with ecſtaſtes rejoice, 
And. drap the haill creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman: 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn ; 
His Chriſty did o'erhear him: 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 

But ere he wiſt drew near him. 


| She ſpake her favour with a look, . 


Which left nae room to doubt her. 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 
My Chriſty ! —witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing: 
wiſh this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 
F 3 Time 


* — 
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( 66 ) 

Time was too precious now for tauk : 
This point of a” his wiſhes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 

But war'd it a' on kiſſes. 


IN ye meet a laſſie, 
Gre her a K, and let her gae: 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
| Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 
Be ſure ye dinna | ay the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung, 


Sweet youth's a blythe and heartſome time ; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while tis May, 
Gae pu” the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. * 
Watch the ſaft minutes of dere, | 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if ſhe kep ony ſkaith, 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 


Ye'll worry me, ye greed ; 
Syne frae 7 4 arms ſhe'll 5 away. | 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook. 
Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na-ſays are haff a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toohe for a kiſs. 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 


As taiken of a future bliſs. 
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Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 


Are of the gods indulgent grant ; 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſht, 
To plague us with your whining cant. 


el... 
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The CORDIAL. 


Tune, Where Gall our goadman lie d 
He. V Here wad bonny Anne lie? 
Alane;na mair ye maun lie. 
Wad ye a an try ? 
Is that the thing ye're laking ? 


She. Gan a laſs ſae young as I, 
Venture on the bridal tie, 
Syne down with a goodman lie ? 
I'm flee'd he keep me waking. 


He. Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me s. wes odman, I 
Shanna hinder you to lie 

And ſleep till ye be weary. 


She, What if I ſhould waking lie, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me moo cry, 
My dear, I'm faint and iry ? 


He. In my boſom thou ſhalt lie; 
When thou wakrife art or dry, 
Healthy cordial, ſtanding by, 
Shall preſently revive thee. 


She. To your will I then comply; 
= us, prieſt, and let me try 
ow I'll wi? a goodman lie, 
Wha can a cordial give me. 


GT'E 


( 68 ) 
GU'E me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang the gither; 
Tho' daft or wiſe, I'll never E % 
Or black or fair, it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling ; 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 
7 Gi'e me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom I'll hug my treaſure. 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure, 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, + 
I hate with poortith, tho' bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 
They'ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle, 


There's meikle gon love in bands and bags, 
And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion ; 
But beauty and wit, and vertue in rags, | 
Have tint the art of gaining affection. 
Loye tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
And caſtles and rigs, and muirs and meadows; 
And naithing can catch our modern ſparks,  * 
But well tocher'd laſſes, or jointur d widows. 
_ | l : 
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HE ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport, 
He fora retirement to he woods did reſort. 


He threw by his club, and he laid himſelf down; 
He envy'd no monarch, nor wiſh'd for a crown. 


He drank of the burn, and he ate frac the tree; 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, and frae trouble was free. 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, tho? never ſae fair; 
Had nae love or ambition, and therefore nae care. 


But as he lay thus, in an ev'ning ſae clear, 
A heav'nly ſweet voice ſounded ſaft in his * 6 
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Which came frae-a ſhady green — grove, 


Where bonny Amynta ſat ſin 


He wander'd that way, and found wha was there, 
He was quite confounded to ſee her ſae fair. 
He ſtood like a ſtatue, not a foot could he move, 


Nor knew he what ail'd him; but he fear'd : 2 
| ve. 


The nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing 1 that pleas'd her appear in his face. 
With bluſhing a little, ſhe to him did fay, _ 

O ſhepherd! what want ye? how came you this way ? 


is ſpirits revywing, he to her reply'd, 
mo ne er ſae ſurpris d at the fight of a maid. 
Until I beheld thee, from love I was free ; 
But now I'm ta'en captive, my faireſt, by thee. ' 


—__ 
* 


Wen abſent from the nymph I love, 
I'd fain ſhake off the chains I wear; 
But, whilſt I ftrive theſe to remove, 

More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd fancy, day and night, 

Fairer and fairer repreſents 
Belinda, form'd for dear delight, 

But cruel cauſe of my complaints ! 


All day I wander through the groves, 
And, ung. hos 2 ev ry tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 
Happy, compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle ſleep, with balmy wings, 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 
A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
That keep me waking all the night. 


Sleep flies, while, like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, With 


o)) 
With er ſmiles and killing air. 


Appears the cauſe of all my pai : 
A while my mind, delighted, flies 
'  Ofer all her ſweets, with thrilling joy, 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus, while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er tranſport and defire ; - 
My ul beats high, my cheeks appear 
All roſes, and mine eyes all fire. 
- When to myſelf I turn my view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheek looks wan: 
Thus, whilſt my fears my pains renew, 
.T ſcarcely look or move a man. 


* 


* 


RL 4 


„Tune, Maggy Lauder. 


He. Onfeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid; 
For, fince thine eye's conſenting, 
Thuy ſafter thoughts are a' betray'd, 
nd na-ſays nae worth tenting. | 
Why aims thou to 1 thy mind, 
With words thy with denying? 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 
Reaſon allows complying. 


Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
| Makes love a ſacred blefling ; 
| Then happily that time is ſpent, 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 
Come then, my Katie, to my arms, 
Pit be nae mair arover; - 
But find out heav'n in a' thy charms, 
And prove a faithful lover. | 


She. What you deſign by nature's law 
Is fleeting inclination ; 
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That will-o-wiſp bewilds us a 
By its infatuation. | | 

When that goes out, careſles tire, 
And love's nae mair in ſeaſon ; 

Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon. 


He. The beauties of inferior caſt 


May tart this juſt reflection; 
But eharms like thine maun always laſt, 

Where wit has the protection. 
Virtue and wit, like April rays, 

Make beauty riſe the ſweeter. 


The langer then on thee I gaze, 


My love will grow completer. 


— — 


Tune, The happy clown. + 


4 in the charming month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
One morning by the break. of day, 


Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


From peaceful ſlumber ſhe aroſe, 
z1rt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
nd o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 


To breathe the purer air. 


er looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mien, 
Ter handſome ſhape, and dreſs ſo clean, 
phe look'd all o'er like beauty's queen, 


Dreſs'd in her beſt array. 


he gentle winds, and purling ſtream, : 
May'd to whiſper Chloe's name. 
be ſavage beaſts, till then ne'er tame, 


Wild adoration pay. 


The feather'd people, one might ſee, 
We <rch'd all around her on each tree, 
th notes of ſweeteſt melody, 


They act a chearful part. 


LOR ©) 
The. ves, at the toilſome plo-w, 
Their weary*d necks and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubjection there they vow | 
To pay with all their heart. 


The bleating flocks that'then came by, 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and rueful cry, 
| And dance around the brooks. 
The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 
And Forth, that foam'd and roar'd ere while, 
Slides calmly down, as ſmooth as oil, 
Through all its charming crooks. 
The finny fquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry element, 
In glazy numbers down they bent, 
They flutter all along. 10 
The inſects, and each creeping thing, 
Join'd to make up the n ring. 
All friſk and dance, if ſhe but 
And make a jovial throng. 


Kind Phebus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern ſcjes; 
Struck with the of her eyes, 
He ſhrinks behind a cloud. 

Her mantle on a bough ſhe lays, 

And all her glory ſhe diſplays ; 

She left all nature in amaze, 

And ſkipt into the wood. 
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9 Was ar the fearful midnight-hGur, 
When all were faft aſleep, 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
nd ſtood at William's feet. 


Her face was pale, like April morn, - 
Clad in a wint'ry cloud; 
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And dlay-cold was her lily hand, 
That held her fable ſhrond. + 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow'r, 
That ſips the filver dew ; | 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, . 


Juſt op'ning to the view. 


But love had, like the canker-worm, 
- Conſum'd her early prime; 

The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek : 
She dy'd before her time. | 


Awake! (ſhe cry'd), thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight-grave, 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 

Thy love refus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 
And aid the ſecret fears of night 

To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath; _ 
And gwe me back my maiden-vow, " 
And give me back my troth. 


How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake? M 
How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 
Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
Why faid you, that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left theſe eyes to weep? 


E 
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How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? | 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring tale ? 


That face, alas] no more is fair, 
Theſe lips no longer red; 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death ; - 
And ev'ry charm is fled. 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 

This winding - ſheet I wear; 

And cold and —— laſts our night, 
Till that lat morn appear. 


But, hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence— 
A long and laſt adieu! 

Come ſee, falſe man ! how low ſhe lies 
That dy'd for love of you. 


'The lark ſung out, the merging ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſt'ring head ; 

Pale William quak'd in ev'ry limb, 
Then, raving, left his bed. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, | 
And ftretch'd him o'er * graſs turf 
That wrapt her breathleſs clay. 
And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name, 
And thrice he wept full fore; 


Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpake never more. 


—_ ar . 


To the tune of the former. 
IP Was at the ſhining mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grew faint, | 
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His face was like a bacon-ham 
That lang in reek had hung ; 


And horn-hard was his tawny hand, 
That held his hazel rung. 


So wad the ſafteſt face appear 

Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark ; 
And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 


His head was like the heath'ry buſh, 
Beneath his bonnet blew; * 
On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 
But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 
Gade ach his rumblieg kyte ; 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Could give his heart delyte. - 


He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Madge he ran, 

Sunk down into the chimney-nook, 
With viſage ſour and wan. 


Get up, (he cries), my creeſhy love, 
"_—_— my ſinking ſaul 

With ſomething that is fit to chew, 
Be't either het or caul. 


This is the how and hungry hour, 
When the beſt cures for grief 

Are cogues fou of the lythy kail, 
And a good junt of beef. 

Oh Watty, Watty ! (Mad lies), 
I but Gor Oe ney” 
Your love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo'd. 


Bethink thee, Watty, of that night, 
When all were faſt aſleep, e 
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How ye kiſs'd me frae cheek to cheek, 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 


How could ye ca- my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your fight? _ 
How could ye rooſe my dimpl'd hand, 

Now all my dimples flight ! 


Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown ? 
Why did you me fine garters hight, 

Yet let my hoſe fa 3 


O faithleſs Watty ! think how aft 
I ment your ſarks and hoſe ; 

For you how mony bannocks ſtown, 
How mony cogues of broſe. 


But, hark! the kail-bell rings, and 
Maun gae link aff the pot. 

Come ſee, ye haſh, how fair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, ye ſot. 


The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſerv's, 
. Fat Madge return'd again, * 
* Blythe Watty raiſe and rax d himſel, 
1 And fidg'd, he was ae fain. 


He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 

And gart his gooly, through the bag, 

Let out its fat heart's 


And thrice he cry'd, Come eat, dear Madge, | 
Of this delicious fare; 


Syne claw'd- it aff moſt deverly, 
Till he could eat nae mair. 
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Tune, Sweet are the charms of hor I love. 


Wien gay Philander fell a prize 
oretta's conqu'ring eyes, 
He took his Pipe, he ſought the plain, 
Regardleſs of his growing pain, 
And reſolutely bent to wre OL 
The bearded arrow from his breaft. 


» 


Come, gentle , the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Sed, and Es de dt Pg 5 


But as the gales obſequious flew, 


With flow'ry ſcents and ſpicy dew, 


He did unknowingly repeat, 


The breath of Amoret is feweet. 

His pipe again the ſhepherd try'd, 
And warblag. nightingales reply d. 
Their ſounds in rival meaſures move, 
And meeting echoes charm the grove. 
His thoughts, that rov'd, again repeat, 
The voice of Amoret is ſaveet. 


Since ev'ry fair and lovely view 

The thoughts of Amoret renew, 

From flow'ry lawn and ſhady green 

To proſpect gloomy change the ſcehe : 

Sad chan Br him! for, fighing, there 
He thought of lovers in deſpair. 

Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 

Now, cruel god, aſſert thy prize, 

For love its fatal empire gains; 

Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 

Theſe lines the nymph may oft repeat, 

And own Phi 's lays are ſweet. J. Mooxeg 


"© Tune, 


(78) 


Tue, Come let us prepare. 
L matters of ſtate diſquiet the great, 
The cobler has nought to him; 
Has nought but his wife to ruffle his life, 
And her he can ſtrap, if the vox kick. 


He's out of the pow r of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low, as can be, ſhe has thruſt him. 

From duns he's ſecure ; for, being ſo poor, 
There's none to be found that will truſt him. 


C. Corr. 


Tune, Over the hills and far away. 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt, | 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs; 


. Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 
f Too ſoon the half-year's nights would paſs, 


| Were I ſold on Indian ſoil, dard. 
3 Soon as the burning day was 
| I could mock the ſultry toil, | 
When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd. 1 


* I would love you all the da; 
Every night would kiſs and play, 
Ik with me you'd fondly ſtray 7 I 
Over the hills and far 1. 8 D 2 & Gar. 
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Ark! away, tis the e * | 
Calls the unters all up with the morn. 
To the hills and the woodlands they fleer, Ol 
To unharbour the 1 deer. 


41175 ha Choru | 
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Chorus of bunt/ſmen. | 
All the day the long, this, this is our ſong, 
Still hallooing, and following, ſo frolic and free. 
Our joys know no bounds, white we're after the 
No mortals on earth are ſo jolly as we. (hounds ; 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow ! 
While the hills they all echo—Halloo ! 

With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies, ' 

All the day long, &ce. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the heath-breathing mountain ſablime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
All the day long, &C. | 


— 


HE ſweet roſy morn ny” the hills, ©" 
With bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields ; - 
The merry, merry, merry hora calls, Come, come 
(aw 3 
Awake from your ſlumbers, and hail the 3 
The merry, merry, &c. 


The ſtag, rons'd, before us away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry: 
Then follow, follow, follow the muſical chace, 
Where pleaſure and vigorous health you embrace. 
Then follow, follow, &c. | I: 


The day's ſport, when over, makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover freſh charms for the night. 
Then let us now enjoy all we can while we may, 


Let love crown the night, as our {ports crown the day. 


Tune, 


(&@ ) 
Tune, Young Celia in her tender years, 


Or all the torment, all the care, | ＋ 
- Þ By which our lives are curſt, 
. - Of all the ſorrows that we bear, 
| A rival is the worſt. 1. 
By partners, in another kind, 
F | ictions eaſier ; 
* In love alone we hate to find 
f Companions in our woe. 
Silvia, for all the griefs you ſee 
Ariſing in my breafh, 
I beg not that you'd pity me, 
Would you but ſlight the reſt. 
Howe'er ſevere your rigours are, 
Alone with them I'd cope; 
I can endure my own deſpair, 
But not 's hope. 


15 Wola fate to me Belinda give, 
= So With her alone I'd chuſe to live; 
Z 22 I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater bliſs - "a ; | 
My charming nymph, if you can find. 
Amongſt ” = i of human; kind, : 
A man that loves you more than I, 
. Fitrefign you, P'll reſign you, 
III refign you, tho' I die. 
Let my Belinda fill my arms, 
Wich all her beauty, all her 
With ſcorn and pity I'd look down - 
On the glories, on the glories, 
On the glories of a crown. 


PF... 


6 


D Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its 


d hoard Id 
And hoard up an old age © 
Your maxim, 'That love 1s Kill Bundes 


On charms that ol woo ory decay, 
You'll find to be very 
When once you its dictates 2 


The love that from beauty is drawn, 
By kindnefs you ought to improve. | 
| Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the fun-ſhine of love. 
a a ou h the bright beams of LIT yes 
that now are ſo gay, 

100 darkneſs obſcure all the fries, 

We ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with his ide, 
Vou have often regarded Jon with wonder, 


He's dropfical, ſhe is dim * | 
Yet they're ever. —— 2 ere 


Together they totter about, 
r fit in the ſun at the door; 


And at night when old Darby's FL 
1 — — 


No beauty nor wit th fleſs, 
Their Creral failings 4 — 2 
Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
"Ti the pleaing remombrance of youth, 
is the ple ce of youth, 
The endearments that youth did deſtow, 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
: N od ſicknefs nor time can remove: 
or when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of = 


7 


A friendſhip inſenſibl 


( 82 ) 
By reviews of fuck raptures as theſe ; 
The current of fondneſs till flows, 


Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 


Da ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 
ith arms a-croſs, and head reclin'd ; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love-ſick mind. 
His tunetul pipe all broken lay; 
Looks, fighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Chloe is-unkind. 'P 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains. 
I faintly hear in your ſoft notes 
My Chloe's voice, that wakes my pains, 
But why ſhould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſongs to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 


A bos he melancholy fioed | 


Dejected, as the lonely dove, 52 5 
Sweet ſounds broke gentiy h the wood. 
I feel a found my ings move. 


_ *T'was not the nightingale that ſung ; 


No; 'tis my Chloe's fweeter tongue. 


* 


Hark I hark l what ſays my love? 


How ſimple is the nymph, ſhe cries, x 
Wha trifles with her lover's pain ? 

Nature ftill ſpeaks in womens eyes, 
Our artful lips are made to feign. 

Oh Daphnis ! Daphnis ! *twas — 2pm : 

*T'was not my heart thy love deny d. 


Come back, dear youth, again. 


As Cother day my hand he ſeiz'd, 
My blood with trickling motion flew, 


Sudden 


* 


/ 
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Sudden I put on looks diſpleas d. 

- And haſty from his hold withdrew. 
"Twas fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain ; 
Then had thou preſs'd my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too. 


Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek, 
Think not thy ſkill in ſong defam'd, 
Thy lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek. 
Much, much thy muſic I approve ; 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 


My heart forbodes that I'm betray'd ; 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone! 

Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd : 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 
My t6ngue would now my heart betray. | = 

Ah Chloe! thou art won. 4 


The youth ſtept forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay. 
Shame ſudden light'ned in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe Lie not what to ſay. 
At laſt, in broken words, ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd, | 
But I am loſt to-day. J. Gay: 


* 


Tune, William and Margaret. 
F Leic'ſter, fam'd for maidens fair, b 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face: | 


Till luckleſs love and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy bh. | 


— — 
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Her coral lips and damaſk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloffy blue. 


Oh] have you ſeen a lily 
When beating rains — ? 
So droop'd the ſlow-conſuming maid ; 


Her life was near an end. 


By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair; | 

Of vengeance due to vows, 
Ve perjur'd ſwains, beware. 


Three times, r 
A bell was heard to ri 

And fhrieking at her win ow thrice, 
The raven flapp'd his wing. | 

Too well the love-torn maiden knew 
The ſolemn bodding ſound, 


And thus in dying words | 
The virgins weepmg — 
„I hear a voice you cannot hear, 


« Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay; 
] ſee a hand you cannot fee, 


« Which beckons me away. 


By a falſe heart and broken vows, 
« In early youth I die. 
<6 Was I to blame, - becauſe his bride 


Was thrice as rich as I? — 


«« Ah, Colin! give not her thy vows, 

Bn. Vows due to me alone ; 

„Nor thou, fond maid, receive His kiſs, 
0 Nor think him all thy own. 


4 To-morrow in the church to wed, 


Impatient both prepare: 
4+ But know, fond maid, and know, falſe man 


0 2 That Lucy will be hee. 
3 « That 


of Is 
« Then bear my corſe, my comrades, bear, 
« This bridegroom blythe to meet, 
« He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
« in my winding-ſheet.” 
She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd ; her corſe was borne 
The bridegroom blythe to meet, 
He in his ns ſo gay, 
She in her windingyheet. 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ! 
How were theſe nuptials kept 


The bride's men flock d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 
Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 

At once his boſom ſwell ; 


The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He ſhook, he gron'd, he fell. 


From the vain bride (ah bride no more!) 

The varying crimſon fled, . 
When, ftretch'd before her rival's corſe, 

She ſaw her huſband dead. 


Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 


One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 


For ever now. remains. 


Oft at his grave the conſtant hind 

And plighted maid are ſeen ; 
With garlands gay, and true love-knots, 
They deck the ſacred green. 


But, ſwain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet it here. ' TickLE; 


* Gently 


— 
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GE touch the warbling lyre, 

| Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 

Fill her ſoul with fond defire; 5 i 
Softeſt notes will ſoothe her breaſt. 

Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love; 

Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed), 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head. 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound. A. BraDLey, 


„ 1 
— 


Ently ſtir and-blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton to, to roaſt. 
Get me quick, tis my deſire, 
In the dripping-pan a toaſt, 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton 1s the meat I love. 


On the dreſſer ſee it lie: 

Oh the charming white and red 
Finer meat ne'er met my eyes; 

On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed. 
Swiftly make the jack go round, 
Let it me have it nicely brown'd. 
On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſharp and clean. 
Pickles get of ev'ry ſort, 

And a ſallad criſp and green. 
Then, with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, 
O ye gods, how I ſhall dine | 


— — — ed — 1 
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AL. you that would refine your blood, 
As pure as fam'd Lewelling, 


3... 3, 
By water clear, come ev'ry year 
1. drink at Bellaſpelling. 


Though pox or itch 15 ſkin inrich 
With rubies paſt the telling, 

'Twill clear your ſkin, ere you have been 
A month at Bellaſpelling. 


Though ladies cheeks be green as leeks, 
When they come from their dwelling, 

The kindling roſe within them blows 
While they're at Bellaſpelling. 


The ſutty brown, juſt come from town, 
- Grows here as freſh as Helen; 
Then back ſhe goes, to kill the beaus, 
By dint of Bellaſpelling. 
Our ladies are as freſh and fair, 
As Roſs, or bright Dunkelling ; 
And Mars might make a fair miſtake, 
Were he at Bellaſpelling. 


We muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 
And there is no rebelling ; 

The reaſon's plain, the ladies reign 
Our queens at Bellaſpelling. 


By matchleſs charms and conqu'ring arms, 
They have the way of quelling 
Such deſp'rate foes, as dare oppoſe 

Their power at Bellaſpelling. 


Cold water turns to fire, and burns; 
I know't, becauſe I fell in oh 
The happy ſtream, where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellaſpelling. 


Fine beaus advance, equipp'd for dance, 
And bring their Anne and Nell in 

With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 
Can vie with Bellafpelling. 


H 2 
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'The pain'd in mind, the 
They all come here pell-mell in, 
And they are ſure to find a cure 


By drinking Bellaſpelling. 


Though dropfy fill you to the 


) 

litics, or ſubtile tricks, 

o man his country ſelling ; ; 

We eat and drink, and never think 
Like rogues, at Bellaſpelling. 


d with wind, 


From chin to toe high — ng 
Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt 
A cure at Bellaſpelling. 


Death throws no darts in theſe good parts; 


No ſextons here are knelling. 
Come judge and 


While you're at Be 


Ex 


u' never die 
pelling; 
t you feel darts tipt with ſteel, 


Which here are ev'ry belle in, 
When from their eyes ſweet ruin flies, - 
You die at Bellaſpelling. 


Good chear, good air, much 
Your ſight, your tafte, an 


Your ears, 


your 


Each day at Bellaſpelling. 
Within this bound we all ſleep ſound, 


= noiſy d 


Here all you 
No lady keep 


wake 


are yelling, 


no care, 


melling, 


much 


t you for Celia s ſake 
al night at Bellaſpelling. 


ſee, both he and ſhe, 
s her cell in; 


But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who live at Bellaſpelling. 


My rhime is gone, I think I've RT 


nleſs I ſhould 2 hell in; 


= © 


r 
But fince we're here to heaven ſo near, 
I can't at Bellaſpelling. 


— — ſw — — 


W Hen the bright god of day drove weſtward his 

And the ev'ning was charming and clear, (ray, 

The ſwallows amain nimbly ſkim o'er the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 


In a jeſſamine bow'r, when the bean was in flow'r, 
And Zephyrs breath'd odours around, 

Lov'd Celia was ſet, with her ſong and ſpinet, 

And ſhe charm'd all the grove with the ſound. 

Ry bowers ſhe ſung, while the harmony rung, 

And the birds they all flutt'ring arrive; 

Th' induſtrious bees, from the flowers and trees, 
Gently hum with their ſweets to their hive. 


The gay god of love, as he flew o'er the grove, 


* 


By Zephyrs conducted along. 
As ſhe touch'd on the ſtrings, Je beat time with his 
And Echo repeated the ſong (wings, 


O ye mortals ! beware how you venture too near 
Love doubly is armed to wound. ® 

Your fate you can't ſhun, for you're ſurely undone, 

If you raſhly approach near the ſound. 


154 
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He. F all comforts I miſcarried, 
When I play'd the ſot and married: 

"Tis a trap, there's none needs doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in would fain be out an' t. 


She, Fie.! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take, and bind your head. 
Too much drink your brain has dos'd ; 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos d. 


Hz. He. 
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He. *Oons? tis allone-if I'm up; or lie down i 
For as ſoon as the cock crows, I'll be gone. 


She. 'Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was I made a wife to lie alone 


* From your arms myſelf divorcing, 
I I this morn — e a courſing ; 
A ſport. that far excells a Madam, 
Or all the wives have been fince Adam. 


She. 3 thus P ve loſt my due, L 

uſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And if you tope it all the day, 
Regale i in cups of harmleſs tea. 


He. Pox, what care I ! drink your flops till you die. 
| Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. 


She. If thus parted, I'm broken-hearted. (come. 
When I, when J ſend for yon, my dear, pray 


He. Ere I be from rambling hind'red, 
; I'll renounce my ſpouſe and kindred. 
< To be ſober I've no leiſure ; 
What's a man without his pleaſure ? 


She. To my grief then I muſt ſee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be. 
| Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades, 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my maids. 


| He. *Zouns ! you may go to your goſſips, you know | 
And there, 1 do. 


She. Go, ye joker, rovoker ; 
x Never, never meet a man like you. 


— 


Tune, Bright Aurelia. 


| th oſe 
e 
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That, by the beauties of his face, | 

In Sylvia's love he might find place, 
And wonder'd at her ſcorn. 


With bows and ſmiles he did his part; 
But, oh ! 'twas all in vain. 

A youth leſs fine, a youth of art, 

Had talk'd himſelf into her heart, 
And would not out again. 


With change of habits Strephon preſt, 
And ur . * 
His love alone the other dreſt, ; 
As verſe or proſe became it beſt, 
And mov'd her ſoft deſire. 


This found, his courtſhip Strephon ends, 
Or makes it to his glaſs. 
Therein himſelf now ſeeks amends, 
Convinc'd, that where a wit pretends, 
A beat is but an aſs. - 


8 
— _———— 
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Hen I was a young lad, my fortune was bad ; 
If e'er I do well tis a wonder. 3 
ſpent all my means on whores, bawds, and queans; 
3 ot a CO to plunder. 
e hat I have on ſo is grown, 
Remarkable tis for fts alain 4 
11s ſtitch'd all about, without button or loop, 
And never a bit of a lining. 


he coat I have on, ſo-thread-bare is grown, 
So out at the armpits and elbows, 
hat I look as abſurd as a ſailor on board, 
That has lain fifteen months in the bilbos. 
My ſhirt it is tore, both behind and before; 
The colour is much like a cinder. 
1s fo thin and ſo fine, that it is my deſign | 
To preſent it the mules for tinder. My 


. 
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My blue faſtian breeches is wore to the ſtitches ; 
My legs you may ſee what's between them. 
8 all four, I'm the ſon of a whore 
there's ever one farthing within them. 
I have ſtockings, tis true, but the devil a ſhoe; 
Tm oblig'd to wear boots in all weather. 
Be damn'd the boot-ſole, curſe on the ſpur-roll, 
Confounded be the upper-leather. 


Had ye but ſeen the ſad plight I was in, 
Ye'd not ſeen ſuch a poet amongſt twenty. 
I've nothing that's full, but my ſhirt and my ſcull, 
For my pockets and belly are empty. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 


| Tune, Buſs aboon Traquair. 

A T ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill mall love thee, 

III aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee, 

Tl viſit oft the birken buſh, - 

Where firſt thou Tone. told me 


'- Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
-- Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 


' "To all our haunts I will repair, 
7% By greenwood-ſhaw or fountain ; 
Or where the ſymmer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will T tell the trees and flow'rs, . 
From thoughts 2 and tender, 
By vows you're mine, by love is your's 


A heart that cannot wander. | 


\ 
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Tune, A rack and @ wee pickle tow. 


1 Have a green purſe, and a wee pickle gowd, 
A bonny piece land, and planting on't ; 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ſtow'd ; 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting ont: 
To grace it, and trace it, and gi'e me delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, and comfort my fight, | 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, , 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on't. 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair; 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gi'e deſpair : 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faireſt and deareſt, delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces by heaven were deſign'd | 
For happieſt tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 150 = 
Nae langer delay thy granting, ſweet. 1 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hinds 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine. | 
Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds, 

Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 
Then hear me, and chear me, with ſmiling conſent, 
Believe me, and give me no cauſe to lament ;. . 
Since I ne'er can be happy, till thou ſay, Content, 

I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 


The FAIR THIEF. 


REfore the urchin well could go, 
She ſtole the whiteneſs of the ſnow 
And, more that whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn, 
Stole all the ſweetneſs æther ſheds 

On primroſe buds and vi'let beds. 
L tell, with equal truth and grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant chick. 


2äü 
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Still to conceal her artful wiles, 
She ſtole the graces filken ſmiles ; 
She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath, 
And pilfer'd orient — for teeth; 
The cherry dipt in morning-dew, 
Gave moiſture to her lips and hue. 
I tell, with equal truth, &c. 


Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ſtore, 
29 > in on ſtill 2 2 
twelve ſhe ſtole from Cyprus Queen 
Her air, and 8 mien; c 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole | 
From Pallas, ſenſe, to charm the ſoul. 


Apollo's wit was next her prey, 

And next the beam that lights the day ; 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens heard, 
And, to aſſert their voice, appear'd ; 
She play'd, the muſes from heir hill 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their ſkill. 


Great love approv'd her crimes and art, 
And Yother day ſhe ſtole my heart. 

If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 

Exert your vengeance on this fair, 

To trial bring her ſtolen charms, 

And let her priſon be my arms. 

I tell, with equal truth, &c. 


— 


— 


Ome all you youn g lovers who wan with deſpair, 


Compole idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair; 


Who p 


Be wiſe by example, take —— from me 
For let what will happen, by 


3 


up their pride by inhancing their charms, 
And tell them *tis heaven to lie in their arnis; - 


Jove I'll be free. 


When 
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When I in the net by young Daphne was caught, 
I 1y'd and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 
I preſs d her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon. 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon, 
She ſaid ſhe was ruin'd ; I ſaid it might be, 
I'm ſorry, my dear; but by Jove, &c. 0 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn; 
The love chat I profer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn; 

] laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 

That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind. 
Her pride and ill-nature were loſt upon me; 
For, in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove, &c. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 

Calm peace I delight in; and fly from all noiſe. 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, it is a ſtrange rage, 
And like birds they ſing beſt when confin'd in a cage: 
Confinement's the devil ; *twas ne'er made for me; 
Let who will be boundeſlaves, by Jove, &c. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 

In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 

Who yielding and ea preſcribes no dull rule, 

Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool ; 

Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee; 
For, in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Jove ['ll be free. 


NM NTFS2 - 


Owdareyou, bold Strephon, preſume thus to prate, 
And laſh the fair ſex at this monſtruous rate, 
To boaſt of your freedom, fince not lon ago 
hat you was a ſlave to fair Chloe you know ? 
hen the next arrow comes, I wiſh't be from me, 


Then I'd give you that anſwer, By Fove I'll be free. 


You ſay, that young Daphne you brought to diſgrace 
I thank my kind ſtars, that is none of my cale : 

1! take ſpecial care, Sir, of yielding too ſoon, 
Nor will 1 deſpair at the change of the moon; 1 
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It ne'er was in your power yet to ruin me, 
So I tell you with courage, By Fowe Ill be free, 


The next was young Phillis, whom beauties adorn. 
She ſerv'd you but right, Sir, to treat you with ſcorn, 

When the fox could not get the ſweet grapes in his pow'r, 

He gave them a curſe, and he ſaid they were ſour, 
So thoſe nymphs thatare wiſe, Sir, and won't ruin'd be, 

With ſpleen you deſpair of, yet cry, J be free, 


Although you make ſport, Sir, of the marriage-ſlate, 
Remember, proud Strephon, it may be your fate; 
In the height of your fever, your pains to aſſwage, 
When there's no other way, you'll be glad of a cage, 
When mirth, wine, and muſic no cordials can be, 
May the fair-one then anſwer, By Jove I' be fre, 


I wiſh that all women would follow my rule ; 
Then ſoon, haughty Strephon, you'd look like a fool, 
When Cupid has ſhot with a well-pointed dart, 
And made an impreſſion upon your vain heart, 
When trembling and pale, you approach the fair ſbe, 
May the anſwer you coldly, By ove PII be free. 


But give me the man that can love without feint, 
(For natural beauty is far before paint), 

Who thinks it a bleſſing to ſettle for life, 

And knows how to value a virtuous wife ; 
With patience I'll wait till I find the kind he, 
And then I'll no longer defire to be free. 


* 
- 
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HE blytheſt bird that ſings in May, | 
1 Was ne'er more blythe, was ne'er more gay 
Than'I, ah well-a-day, than I, ah well-a-day. 
Ere Colin yet had learn'd to figh, 


Or I to gueſs the reaſon why, 
Oh love, ah well-a-day, oh love, ah well-a-day- 
We kiſs'd, we toy'd, but neither knew (ae. 


From whence theſe fond endearments grew, Jil 1 
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By time and other ſwains made wiſe, 
Began to talk of hearts and eyes, And love, &e, 


Kind nature now took Colin's part, : 
My eyes inform'd againſt my heart, My heart, &c. 
Straight glow'd with thrilling ſympathy, | 
And echo'd back each gentle figh, Each „gb, &c. 


Can love, alas! by words be ſhown ? 


He aſk'd a proof, a tender one, Whik I, &c. 
In filence bluſh'd a fond reply, 
Can ſhe, who truly loves, deny? A mo, &c. 


1— U —80 
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Tune, Mary Scot. * 


T*. ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 

I wander'd o'er the braes of Yarrow ! 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's pow'r, 

kept my heart, my own ſecure ; 

But Cupid's aft did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now inflave me. 


Will cruel! love no bribe receive! 

No ranſom take for Mary's ſfave ? 

Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 

No bondage may with mme compare, 

Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair; 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. . * 


Had I of Heaven but one — 
I'd aſk to lie on Mary's breaſt: 
There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure ; 
Deſpiſing kings, and all that's great, 
I'd ſmile at courts, and courtiers fate ; 

I My 
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My joy compleat on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


But though ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 


. Contented ſtill I'll wear my chain, 


In hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 
For, .leaving life, I'll always love her. 
What doubts diſtra a lover's mind? 

That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. 


hs 


Tune, Saveet are the charms of her I love. 


HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, . 
The weſtern cloud was edg'd with gold; 
The ſky was clear, the winds were ſtill, 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold: 
When, in the filence of a prove, g 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 
When, in the filence of a grove, &c. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the hard rock, or oozy beach; 
o from each weed, that barren grows, 
ExpeQt the grape, or downy peach, 


With equal faith may hope to find 
. ry The truth of love in women- kind. 


No flocks have I, or fleecy care, 


No fields that wave with golden grain; 
Nor meadows green, nor gardens fair, 

A weman's venal heart to gain 5 
Then all in vain my ſighs muſt prove, 
Whoſe whole eſtate, alas is love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are 2 and ſold ? 
They aſk no vows of ſacred truth; 


Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for gold. 


0 


* 
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Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove 
Thus I am ſcorn'd—who have but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what riches can ſuffice ? 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt 
The living luſtre of her eyes; 
For there the world too cheap muſt prove : 
Can I then buy—who have but love ? 


Oh, Sylvia, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, and value more 
'Than gems and ore a heart fincere. 
Let treaſure meaner beauties move ; 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. J. Gay: 


— — 


— 


Tune, Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 

And, while a falſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas ! filly ſwain that I was; 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
"Twere better by far I had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd her dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a pleaſure too great: 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when the ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


I 2 How 
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How fooliſh-was I to believe, 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown ; 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town! 
To think that a * gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
5 Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 
Or live in a cottage on love ? 


What though I have {kill to complain, MP 
Though the muſes my temples have crown'd 
What though, when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, , 
The virgins ſit weeping . . 
Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain, ' 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair-one inclines to a ſwain, 


Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


All you, m companions ſo dear, 
| Who 2 to ſee me betray d, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 

Though through the wide world I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to ly; 

*T'was her's to be falſe and to change, 
"Tis mine to be conſtant and die, 


Tf, while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found ; 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground. 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhed me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And, when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own, that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array; 
He fineſt-at every fine ſhow, 
** And frolick it all the Jopg day: 


. 
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While Colin, fo and gone, 
No mare ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen; 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. N. Rows, 


The ANSWE R. 


Y» winds to whom Colin complains, 
In dittays ſo ſad and ſo ſweet, 
Believe me the ſhepherd but feigns, 

- He's wretched to ſhow he has wit. 
No charmer like Colin can move, 


And this is ſome pretty new art; 


Ah! Colin's a juggler in love, 
And likes to play tricks with my heart. 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his face ; | 
Can tremble, and breathe out his tale; 
Ah ! Colin has every pace. 
The willow my rover * "= 
To the breaſt where he once begg'd to lie; 
And the ſtreams, that he ſwells with his tears, 
Are rivals belov'd more than I. 


His head my fond boſom would: bear, 
And my heart would ſoon beat him toreſt> 
Let the ſwain that is ſlighted deſpair ; 
But Colin is only in jeſt. 
No death the deceiver deſigns. 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair z 
For Colin but dies in his lines, * 
And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame ? 

Ah! Colin makes paſſion his ſport ; 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
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My voice of no muſic can boat, 
Nor my perſon of ought that is fine x 

But Colin may find, to his coſt, 

- A face that is fairer than mine. 


Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep, 
And die in the much-favour'd brook, 
Where Colin does now fit and weep. 
Then mourn the iad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets ſo 1mooth and divine: 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear iuch ſoft muſic as thine. 


Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, , 
The hearts-eaſe, the lily, and pink, 
Let thy fingers a garland compoſe, 

And croumn d wich the rivulet's brink : 
How oft, my dear ſwam, did I fwear > 
How much my fond ſoul did admire 

'Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
Though deck'd in thy rural attire. 
Your hook you ruPd with ſuch art, 


That all your {mall ſubjeQs obey d; 


And ſtill you reign'd King of this heart, 


Whoſe pathon you upbraid. 
How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me? 
And how well I could live in a ſhade, 
Though adorn'd with nothing but thee ? 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Though never ſo tine and fo gay! 
J freely would leave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt and 'a bed of new hay. 
Then, Colin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love: 
Let me find thee a faichfal true ſwain, 
And as conſtant a pymph I will prove. 


*% 
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The SCULLION. 


Y the fide of a great kitchen-fire, 
A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his defire ; 
A kettle ſupported his head. 
The hogs -_ were fed by os 2 
To his with a grunt did reply; 
And the —8 that — not a — 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 


But when it was ſet in a diſh, 
Thus fadly complaining be cry d, 
My mouth it does water aud wiſh, 
I think it had better been fry d; 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
"Twas as great as a prince in his chair: 
O! might I but eat it, he ſaid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 


How fooliſh was J to believe 
It was made for fo homely a clown, 
Or that it would have a 
From the dainty fine folks of the town ? 
Could I think that a pudding ſo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 


What at the fire I have wrought, 
Where puddings we boil and we fry ;. 
Though part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by : 
Ah, Colin ! thou muſt not be firſt, 
Thy knife and thy trencher reſign; 
There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn is ſooner than mine. 


All you my companions ſo dear, 
Who forraw to foe me fo pale, 


Whatever 
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Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, . 
Forbear at a pudding to rail : 
Though I ſhould through all the rooms rove, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to go, 
Tis its fate to be eaten above, 


*T is mine ſtill to want it below. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 

In your breaſts any pity be found, 
Ye ſervants that earlieſt dine, | 
Come ſee how I lie on the ground, 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 

And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Colin lov'd pudding too well. 


Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 

And flowers are ſtrew'd round the brim : 
Whilſt Colin, forgotten and gone, 

By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 

He thinks om a pudding above. 


— 


Tune, Tweed fide. 


Eftrain'd from the fight of my dear, 
No object with pleaſure I ſee; 
Though thouſands around me appear, 
The world's but a defart to me. 
Ev'ry morning her charms to ſurvey, 
Sol's abſence I'd gladly. excuſe ; 
"Tis her eyes that reſtore me the day, 
Tis night when their luſtre I loſe. 


In vain are the verdures of ſprin 5 
Tbe fields dreſs d fo bloomingly gay, wy 
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The birds that delightfully ſing, 
Delight not when Ceha's away. 

O! give the dear nymph to my arms, 
And the ſeaſons unheeded may roll ; 

Her preſence like midſummer warms, 
Her abſence outfreezes the pole. 


Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring ſtreams, 
I, weeping, diſburthen my care ; 

I tell to the rocks my fond themes, 
Whoſe echoes but ſoothe my deſpair. 

Ye ſtreams, that ſoft murmuring flow, 

Convey to my love ev'ry tear; 

Ye rocks, that-reſound with my woe, 
Repeat my complaints in her ear. 


O tell her, I angel hing lie, 
In the midſt of life's 9 bloom 
That 'tis only herſelf can ſupply 
The cure that retrieves from the tomb: 
And if the dear charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my amorous fire, 
That moment will eaſe all my pain, 
New life and new pleaſure inſpue. 


— 


E gods, you to me a wife 
* Out of — and favour, 
To be the comfort of my life, 


And I was glad to have her. 
But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her, 


T'obey your will, at any time, 
I'm ready to reſign her. Cn. Coryss. 


Tane, 
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Tune, I wiſh my love were in a mire, 


Elinda, ſee, from yonder flowers, 
The bee flies loaded to its cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 


Are they impair'd in ſhow or ſmell ? 


So, though I robb'd you of a kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew ; 
I are you angry at my bliſs ? 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you? 


*Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 

To keep my famiſh'd love alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


— 


Tune, Nannyo. 


DP ever ſwain a nymph adore 
As I ungrateful Nanny do] 
Was ever ſhepherd's heart fo ſore ? 
Was ever broken heart ſo true? 
My eyes are ſwell'd with tears, but ſhe 
_ Has never ſhed a tear for me. 
My eyes are fevell'd with tears, &c. 


If Nanny call'd, did Robin ſtay, 
Or linger when ſhe bid me run? 
She only had the word to ſay, _ 
And all ſhe aſk'd was quickly done. 
I always thought on her, but ſhe 
Would ne'er beſtow a thought on me. 


To let her cows my clover taſte, 
Have I not roſe by break of day ? 
When did her heifers ever faſt, 
If Robin in his yard had hay ? 
Though to my fields they welcome were, 
I never welcome was to her 
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If Nanny ever loſt a ſheep, 
I chearfully did give her two ; 
Did not her lambs in ſafety ſleep 
Within my folds in froſt and ſnow ? 2 
Have they not there from cold been free ? 
But Nanny till is cold to me. 


Whene'er I climb'd our orchard-trees, 
The ripeſt fruit was kept for Nan; 
Oh how thoſe hands, that drown'd her bees, 
Were ſtung ! I'll ne'er forget the pain. 
Sweet were the combs as ſweet leery | be, 
But Nanny ne'er look'd ſweet on me. 


If Nanny to the well did come, 
"Twas I that did her pitchers fill; 
Full as they were I brought them home: | 
Her corn I carried to the mill. 
My back did bear her ſacks, but ſhe 
Would never bear the ſight of me. 


To Nanny's poultry oats I gave ; 
I'm fure ay = Sen holthe beſt, 
Within this week her pigeons have 
Ate up a peck of _ at leaſt. 
Her little pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 
Would never take a kiſs from me. 


Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 

And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown ? 
Alas] poor wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon ? 

If no relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
I'll hang me in her apron-ſtring, 


wes 


Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen and 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, (hall, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. | 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


Contented 
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Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf h 

If at night he could purchaſe a jug of brown a 

How he'd laugh then, and whiltle, and ſing too, moſt 
| ſweet, 

Saying, Juſt to a hair I have made both ends meer 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 

That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau; 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart, 
I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble part. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay: 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright, when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way, 


He ſung her love-ſongs, as he ſat at his work; 

But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 


He took up his awl that he had in the world 
And to make away with himſelf was reſoly'd : 
He pierc'd through his body, inſtead of the fole ; 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll. 


And now, in good-will, I adviſe, as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end: 
Keep your hearts out of love; for we find, by what's paſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt, 
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Tune, To all you ladies now at land. 


"P92 hoon fair ladies, now in town, 
* e country-men do write; 
And do invite you to come down, 
To taſte of our delight. 
The weather's fine, the fields are gay, 
And *tis the pleaſant month of May. | 
Fa, la, 4a, ia, ia, ia. | The 


ne 
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The country's now in all its pride, 
New-dreſt in lovely green; 

The earth, with various colours dy'd, 
Diſplays a lowely ſcene. 

A thouſand pretty flow'rs appear, 

To deck your boſoms and your hair. 


The cuckows pick up all the dirt; 
The trees are all in bloom; 
If rural muſic can divert, 
Each buſh affords a tune: 
The turtle's heard in ev'ry grove, _ 
And milk-maids fing their ſongs of love. 


Could we perſuade you to come down, 
Our joys would be compleat. 

Dear ladies, leave the noiſy town, 
And to our ſhades retreat, 

Would you but in our ſhades appear, 

You'd make our fields elyfinm here. 


We'll ſhew you all our cowſlip-meads, 
And pleaſant woods and ſprings ; 

And lead you to the taneful ſhades, 
Where Philomela ſings; - 

Sweet Philomel, whoſe warbling throat 

Excels your Seneſino's note. 


For you we deck and trim our bowers, 
And make our gardens ſine; 


For you preſerve our choiceſt flowers, 
That now are in their prime. 


The pray brooks accuſe your ſtay. 


And Zephyrs ſigh for your delay. 


Come then, and take your morning-air, 
Juſt roſe from Fo beds; 
Tis better than your ſnuff by far, 
And all perfumes exceeds. 
Our ev*ning-walks more pleaſures bring 
Than the gay park, 1 crouded ring. fs 
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For your own ſakes, if not for ours, - 
The duſty town forego ; | 
Freſh air will give your eyes new pow” rs, 
And make each beauty glow ; * 
_ *Twill to the lily add the roſe, 
And ev'ry brighter charm diſclpſe. | 


— 


** — 


1 es Xin CnanLss's golden days, 


hen loyalty had no harm in't, 
A zealous high-church man I was, 
And fo I got preferment. 
To teach my flock I never miſt, . 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the Lord's anointed. 
And bre is law, 1 _ maintain, 
Until my dying day, dir, 
bat 5 — King ſhall reign, 
41 will be Vicar of Bray, Sir. 


When Royal James obtain'd the throne, 
And Pop'ry came in faſhion, 

'The penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the declaration. 

The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well zvy conſtitution; 

And had become a Jeſuit, - 

But for the revolution, 


When WILLIAM was our King declar'd, : 


To eaſe the nation's grievance; 
With this new wind about J ſteer d, 

And ſwore to him allegiance. 
Old apm.”7 won I did revoke, 

Set conſcience at a diftance ; 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 


And ſo was non; reſiſtance. 


When 
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When gracious Anxe became our Queen, 


The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was ſeen, 
And I became a Tory. 
Occaſionab conformiſts baſe 
I damn'd their moderation, 
And thought the church in danger was 
By ſuch prevarication. 


When GrorGt in pudding-time came 0'ery | 


And moderate men look'd big, Sir; 
I turn'd a cat in pan once more, 
And then became a Whig, Sir: 
And ſo preferment I procur'd, 

By our own faith's defender; 
And always every day abjur'd 

The Pope and the Pretender. 


Th' illuffrious houſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant ſucceſſion, 
To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep poſſeſſion: 
For, by my faith and loyalty, - 
I never more will faulter, 
And George my lawful King ſhall be, 
Until the times ſhall alter. | 
And this is law, I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, Sir, . 
That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
{ will be Vicar of Bray, Sir. 


a 


Tune, Laft time I came der the moor, 


YE blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Hear what my ſang diſcloſes ; 
As I ae morning ſleeping lay 
Upon a bank of 2 
2 


, 
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Young Jamie, whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 

He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And faftly ſat down by me. 


amie though I right meikle pri d, 
J Yet now —_— ken =. | 
But, with a frown, my face diſguis'd, 
And ftrave away to ſend him. 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my fide down Ping, 
His beating Lean thumped ſae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, Y 
An an 6s feigning, 


I aften roughly ſhot him by, 


With words full of diſdaining. 

Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 

_ Went aff much diſcontented ; 

But I, in truth, for a* my fins 
Ne'er haf ſae ſair repented. Z. O. 


Tune, Greerwood tree. 


O*® all the things beneath the ſun, 

To love's the greateſt curſe : 

If one's deny'd, then he's undone ; 
If not, *tis ten times worſe. 

Poor Adam, by his wife, 'tis known, 
Was trick'd ſome years ago; 


But Adam was not trick'd alone, 


For all his ſons are ſo. 


Lovers the ſtrangeſt fools are made, 
When they their nymphs purſue ; 
Which they will ne'er believe till wed, 

But then, alas | tis true, 


Thay 


( 113 ) 
They they pray, and they adore 
ey beg, th out of life ; F 2 
And pray, what's all this trouble for ? 
Why truly for a wife. 


How odd a thing” s a whinin ſot. 
Who ſighs in greateſt — 

For that, which em as ever got, 
Does make him ſigh indeed 

Each maid's an ange! whilſt ſhe's woo'd ; 
But when the wooing's done, 

The wife, inſtead of fleſh and blood, 

Proves nothing but a bone. 


IIls, more or leſs, in human life, 
No mortal man can ſhun ; 

But when a man has got a wife, 
He has them all in one. 

2 liver of Prometheus 

n vulture fed; 

A fable, that the thing was thus, 

The poor old man was wed. 


A wife, all men of learning know, 
Was Tantalus's curſe; 

The apples which did tempt him fo, 
Were nought but a divorce. 

Let no fool dream, that to his ſhare 
A better wife will fall; 

They're all the ſame, faith, to a _ 
For they are women all. 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty nokes 
With wooing does begin, 

Far better he might beg the ſtocks, 
That they would let him in. 

Vet for a lover we may ſay, 
He wears no cheating phiz ; 

Though other looks do oft betray, 
He looks like what he is, 


K 3 


More 


(114+) 
More joys a glaſs of wine does give, 
(Wife take him that gainſays), 
'Than all the wenches ſprung from Eve 
E'er gave in all their days. a 


But come, to lovers here's a glaſs ; 
God wot they need no curſe: 

Each wiſhes he may wed his laſs, 
No ſoul can wiſh him worſe. 


— 


Now, I may ſay, I've met with one 


Tune, John Anderſon my jo. 
E all to conqu'ring beauty bow, 
Its * powers admire; 


But I ne'er ſaw that face till now, 
That like your's could inſpire. . 


Amazes all mankind; 
And, hke men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind. 


Soft as the tender moving ſighs, 
1 = ing lovers meet 4 
ike the divinin hets wiſe, 
And like lone — ſweet; 
Majeſtic, gay, reſerv'd, yet free, 
Each happy night a bride; 
A mien like awful majeſty, 
And yet no ſpark of pride. 


The patriarch, to gain a wife, 
Chaſte, beauti and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful Ie, 
And never thought it long. | 
If beauty would reward ſuch care, 
And life ſo long could ſtay, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
Would ſeem but as one day. ( 
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OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
H Who —_— no greater, nor fears to be leſs ? 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
What though he all duſty and whit'n'd does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


Than à courtier, &C. 


Though his hands are ſo daub'd, they're not fit to be 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; I ſeen, 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 
What if then a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without ſcruple, from other mens ſacks; 
In this of right noble examples he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate ; 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the tate, 

Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 

As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 

He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's 
And down when he's weary, contented does lie, (dry, 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing. 

It ſo happy a miller: who would be a king? 


Tune, Pinkie-houſe. 
M* days have been ſo wondrous free, 
The little birds that fly, 1285 
With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſs'd as I. 
Aſk liding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream ? 


Or aſk the flying gales, if e'er 
I lent a ſigh to them? | 


| 
if 


| l 


— 
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But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 


The tender chains of ſweet deſire 


- Are fix'd upon my thought, 
An eager hope within my breaſt 
+ Does every doubt controul; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ve nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ve ſwains that 3 the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
e Cloſe retreats of love; 


Wit all of nature, all of art, 


-  Aſiſt the dear deſign; 
O teach a young unpractic'd heart, 
To make her ever mine. : 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of defpair ; 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 

*Tis true, the paſſion m my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs ; 


| Yet, while the fair I love is kind; 


I cannot wiſh it leſs. Pjanvnit, 


8 — 4 — 


Va murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, 2 ye nymphs, I oſt- times heard her 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, (aj, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 


- Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charm, 


Vou deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never warms; 

Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
Oh 4 res the cauſe of my mourning. 

But firſt, {aid ſhe, let me go down to the ſhades belon, 

Ere ye let Strephon know that I have loy'd him. 


Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſnhow, 
_ That love was the cauſe of my mourning. = 
| | 


Ha 
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Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by 3 

He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh : 

But finding her breathleſs, Oh heavens ! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris | the cauſe of my mourning, 

Reſtore me my Chlotis, ye nymphs, uſe your art. 

They, ſighing, reply'd, Twas yourſelf ſhot the dart, 

That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' heart, 
And kill 'd the poor Chloris with mourning. | 

Ah then is Chloris dead, wounded by me l he ſaid; 


I'll follow thee, chaſte maid, down to the ſilent ſhade, 


Then on her cold ſnowy breaft leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Str auth mourning. X. 
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Tune, My apron deary. 


AK Chloe ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt 
I fly to the ee there to languiſh and mourn, 
There figh for my charmer, and long to return. 

The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay; 

But they ſmile all in vain——my Chloe's away. 

The fields and the groves can afford me no eaſe ; 

But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms ; | 
I'm cold to the faireſt, though glowing with charms ; 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. 

Theſe looks where bright love, like the fun, fits in- 
And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round; (thron'd, 
"Twas thus I firſt view d thee, my charmer, amaz d; 
Gaz'd at thee with wonder, and lov'd while I gaz'd. 


Then, then the dear fair-one was ſtill in my fight, 
It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all might. 
But now by hard fortune remov'd from my fair, 

In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair. 

But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 
My Chloe's till charming, my paſſion the ſame; 


O2 
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| Of would the preſerve me a place in her breaff, 
| Then abſence would pleaſe-me, for I would be blet, 


ah, ® n. 


— — — 


Tune, Tellow-hair'd Ladaie. Th 


April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain; Wi 
And ſummer approaching rejoieeth the ſwain; Th 
| The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go (grow, 
l To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn-trees 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 

With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and mom; 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a 3 

— That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho' young Madie be fair, 

Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air; 
But Suſie is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, \ 
Fier breath's like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring, 


That Madie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, S 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth: ; 

But. Sufie is faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs whe ſprung from the ſea. 


D That mamma's fine daughter with all her great dow , 
 * Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour: WS: 
Then, fighing, he wiſt'd, would ſs agree, 
0 : 


The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs 


I Omen 


q Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn? Fe 
| Thy preſence could eaſe me, 

EE When naething can pleaſe me. | I! 

Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


'Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are cle, WF © 
While lav'rocks are ſinging. | 
And primroſes ſpringing ; | C 
Vet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, Th 
When throw the wood, laddie, you dinna appear. 


u 
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That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell : 
| I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith evening and morning ; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor, till that day, 
When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
(and plays 
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Tune, Jobs Anderſon my jo. 


WHat means this niceneſs now of late, 
Since time that truth does prove ?, 
Such diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 
But never will with love. 
'Tis either cunning or diſdain 
That does ſuch ways allow ; 
The firſt is baſe, "the laſt is vain: 
[ May neither happen you. 


For if it be to draw me on, 
You over- act your part; 

And if it be to have me gone, 
You need not ha'f that art: 

For if you chance a look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, 

I'll give you all the love that's paſt, 
The reſt ſhall be my own. 


- - 
, * 
— 


0 Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

I They are twa bonny laſſes, 
They bigged a bower on yon burn - brae, 
1 And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes, 


ay 


Fair 
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Beſly Bell Tlo'd-yeftreen, 
. Lee 1 
ary Gray's twa pawlæy een 
IF" Soon gar'd my fancy falter. 
Now Beſſy's hair's like a _— 
She {miles like a May 
Whan Phebus ſtarts 2 Thetis 2 
The hills with rays adorning. 
Wbite is her neck, ſaſt is her hand, 
| Her waiſt and feet's s'fu' gentyz 
Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's I6cks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up, and braw, 
She Tals whene'er ſhe dances. 
Blythe as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſac ſtill, 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco ſair oppreſs us; 

Our fancies jee between you twa, 

Fe are fic bonny laſſes. 

Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtinted ; 

Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be ane contented, - 


| K. Janes V. 
THE) 1 auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi' mony e'ens and days to me, 


Saying, Goodwite, for your courteſie, 
Wi lt ye lodge a filly poor man ? 


( gar } 


The night was. cauld, the gane was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he ſat; 1 25 
My daughter's ſhoulders he gan to lap, 
And cadgily qanted and ſang. 
O wow ! quo“ he, were Las free 
As firſt when I ſaw this country, 
How blythe and merry wad I be! 
And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſhe,grew-fain : 
But fiele did her auld minny ken 
What thir ſſee twa together were ſay n, 
When wooing they were {ae thrang. 


And O! quo' he, and ye were as blaek 
As e'er the crown of my daddy's hat, 
"Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 

And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quo' ſhe, ann L were as white 
As e' er the ſnaw. lay. on the dike, 

I'd clead me braw, and lady-like, 

And awa' with: thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot: 
They raiſe a wee beſore the cock, 
And wilily they ſhot the lock, 
And faſt to the bent are 3 
Upon the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe ; 
Syne to the ſervants-bed. ſhe gaes, 
Jo ſpeer for the: filly, poor man. 
She gaed to the bed where the lay; 
The firae was cauld, he was et hah £ 
She clapt her hand, cry'd, Wal-a-day, 
For ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts; 


* 


But nought was ſtonn that could be miſt: 
She danc'd her lane, cry d, Praiſe be bleſt, 


I have lodg id a leal pot: man. 
pr 


Since 
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Sinee's nathing's , as we can learn, 

The kirn's to 1 milk to earn, 

Gae but the — laſs, and wake my bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 

The ſervant gade where the lighter lay; 

'The ſheets were cauld, ſhe was away ; 

And faſt to her goodwife, did fay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 


Ofy gar ride, and ar rin, 

FX Fate ye, find theſe traitors again ; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-man. 

Some rade upo* horſe, ſome ran a fit ; 

The wife was 7 and out o' her wit; 

She cou'd nae gang. nor yet cou'd ſhe ſit, 
But ay ſhe c urs and ſhe bann d. 


Mean time, far hind out o'er the lee, 
Fu' ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 

Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang : 
The priving was good, it pleas d. chem baith. 
To lo e he for ay, he gae her his aith. | 

uo“ ſhe, To leave thee I will be laith, 

y winſome Gaberlunzie-man, 18 


O kend my minny I were wi” you, 
Hifardly wad. ſhe crook her mou, 
Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow, 
My dear the he paper mann Makes 
uo” he, ye're yet o'er n 
And ha' — learn'd the beggar's young 
To follow me frac town to town, | - 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi' cauk and keel L'Il win your bread, 
And Tpindles and whorles for them wha need ; 
Yeu"! is a gentle trade indeed, | 

- To carry the Gaberlunzie—O. 
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I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout er my⁵ eye, . | 
A cripple or blind they will ca' me, 


While we ſhall'he merry and ſing. | . 


* 
* 
_” Y 


H ! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes? 

To hear thy tender fighs and cries, 

The gods ſtand liſt'ning from the ſkies, 
leas'd with thy piety. 7 x 

To mourn the dead; dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a care, 
Who views thee as an angel fair, 

Or ſome divinity. 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
And cool this fever of my mind, 

Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind; 
Wounded I figh for thee ; | 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 1 
To ſuch a height by Hymen's tyes, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 

And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt I hide my love and die, 

When ſuch a ſov'reign cure is by? 

No; ſhe can love, and I'lI "hs 
Whate'er my fate may be: 

Which ſoon I'll read in her bright eyes; 

With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe ; ; 6+ 

They tell the truth when tongues tell lyes, 
The leaſt believ'd by mee. 


_ —_— 


M* fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray, 
The little wand' rer loſt her way 
In gathering flowers t'other day; 


oor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis. 
OT * N 7 Ak 
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Ah f lead her home, ye gentle ſwains, 
Who know an abſent lover's pains, 


And bring me ſafely o'er the' plains, 
My Phillis, my Phillis; rely Phillis, 


-Conceive what tortures rack my mind; 
And if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 
I'll give you certain marks to find My Phillis, &c, 
Whene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 
And y gay, it mult be ſhe; *77s Phil, Ke. 


Not wholly bare, nor T 8 

But under covert li 

In ſecret plays the littl — Phillis, &c. 
When ſuch a ys th Tl re you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; Ti, Phils. 


5 nymph, whoſe perſon void of art, 
y in ew 'ry part, 

Wich wins ring eyes, yet karmleſs heart, I Phillis, 

Whoſe — 2 are like an ivory row, 

Whoſe ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 

[Whoſe face like nothing that I know, I Phili:, 


But reſt, my foul; and bleſs your fate; 
The gods, who form'd' a piece ſo neat, 

So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, A. Philiu, 
Proud of their art in ſuch a — 

Which ſo exemplifies their power 

Will guard in ev'ry _—_— hour My Pbilks 


| 


. 


ASK me! me not how _/ 

All the cares of life defy ; 
How I baffle human woes, 
Woman, woman,. woman knows, 


You may live and laugh as I. | 
' You, like me, may cr defy ; al 
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All the pangs the heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman cures. A 


Aſk me not of empty toys, 

Feats of arms and drunken joys; 
J have pleaſures more divine; 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 


Raptures more than fools can know, 
More than fortune can beſtow, 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, woman, woman yields. 


Aſk me not of woman's arts, . 
Broken vows, and faithleſs hearts ; 
Tell the wretch who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives. 


All delights the heart can know, 
More than folly can beſtow ; | 
Wealth of worlds and crowns of kings, 

Woman, woman, woman brings. 


The ANSWER. 


ASE thou ſilly dotard man, 
Whence our ruin firſt began; 
How our grief and deadly woe 
Did from woman, woman flow. 


We might live and happy be, 

Could we ſhun this enemy ; | 

All the pangs the heart e er knew. 
From vain woman, woman grew. 

Aſk what calm felicity 

Man enjoy'd ; how bleſs'd was he 
Nought could his repoſe invade, 

Till falſe woman ſhe was made. 


Soon as ſhe receiy'd her breath, 
Man was ſubje& unto _ 
＋ 3 
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Other evils to their ſKanie, 
From deceitful woman came. 
Aſk what ills befel old Proy, 


© Which falſe Helen dic deſitoy'; 


Of the tender bridegrœoms too, 
Which falſe women, women dw. 
How the brave Mark Anthony 
Loſt the world by faithilefs the. 
Ruin'd ſtates, loſt crowns and kings, 
From vain woman, woman ſprings. 


W 


Hat joys the happy pair await, 
In Hymer's 22 bound, 
When, in the ſoft connubial ſtate, 
The lover in the huf6and"s found! 


Tis female ſweetneſs gives us joy, 
Through ev'ry vary d ſcene of liſe; 

And marriage-raptures never cloy, 
Indulgent from a virtuous wife. 


Duogrro. 
Thus ever renewing embraces, 
A circle of pleafures we'll prove: 
No time thoſe endearments effaces | 
Which are ſounded on virtue and love. 


. FOO PO I "I 


Power enough to tyrannize. 


, - 8 | | : 
Tune, Salle darling of the muſes, 


W Hilſt I fondly view the charmer, 

Thus the god of love I ſue: 

Gentle Cupid, pray difartn her; 
Cupid, if you love me, do. 

Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her; 
Rob her neck, her lips, and eyes; 

The remainder ſtill will leave her 


| Shape 


- 0. 3 
Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, | 
Sil in ev'ry breaſt will move; | 
More is ſupererogation, | 
Mere idolatry of love. 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties ſhe can ſpare. 
Hear him, - Cupid, who no ſoe is 
To your altars, or the fair. | 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eafy, 
Angry Cupid. made reply: 
Do Florella's charms diſpleaſe ye ? 
Die then, fooliſh mortal, die. 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Of the captivating ſtore ; | 
Shepherd, no; I'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more. 


Were Florella proud and ſour, 
* mode 6 ace boquit 1 
en you'd pr 
Should be SR the fair. 
But though I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 
No relief in that you'll find ; 
Still, fond ſhepherd, —＋ adore her 
For the beauties of ker mind. 


E32 8 ** S — II 
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Lexis ſhunn'd his fellow-fwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ftrains ; 
- (Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow); 

oY crook, he left ole = 

„ wand'ring through onely rocks, 

He nonetlh's radlleforwee, 

The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came; 
is 
T 


pricf ſome pity, others blame ; 
2 


fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek. 
He 


( 128 ) 
He mingled his concern with theirs; - 
He gave them back their friendly tears; 
e ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak. + 


Clorinda came amongſt the reſt, 

And ſhe, too, kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe: 
She aſk'd ; but with an air and mien, 
As made it eaſily. be ſeen, ; 

She fear'd too much to know, 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel truth reveal ; 
$Z Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
- Which never ſhould offend your car, 
5 But that you bid me tell? | 


"Tis thus I rove, tis thus N 
Since you appear'd upon the plain; 
You are the cauſe of all my care: 
Your eyes ten thouſand daggers dart ; 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart; 
| I love, and T deſpair. 
= Too much, Alexis, I have heard: 
. *Tis what I thought, tis what I fear d: 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry d. 
- But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 
To — your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy d. Puxion. 


— 


4 


= - — * — 


PRithee, Billy, be'nt ſo ſilly, 
Thus to waſte thy days in grief 
You ſay, Betty will not let ye; | 
But can ſorrow bring relief? 


(129 ) 
Leave repining, ceaſe your whining ; 
Pox on torment,. tears; and woe. 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender ; 
If ſhe's tough, e en let her go. H. Can ET. 


r 


— 


4 LOVE-SONG in the modern tafie. 


Fm ſpread thy purple pinions, 

| Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
While a ſlave in thy dominions, 
Nature muſt give way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my muy days conſuming 
All beneath yon flow'ry rocks, 


Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth; 

Him the boar, in ſilence creeping, 
Gor'd with- unrelenting tooth. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the lyre; 
Soothe my ever-Waleing numbers; 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 


Gloomy Pluto, King of terrors, 
Arm'd ivadumantine chains; 
Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors 
Wat'ring ſoft Elyfian plains. 
Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 15 
Morpheus hov'ring o' er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 


Melancholy, ſmootly meander 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 8 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crown d. * 
| Thus 


( 230 ) 
Thus when Philomela drooping, - . 
: So 7 ow 1 filent meat; | 
ee the s of Juno ſtooping: r 
Melody reſigns to fate. + D. Swier. l 
— * l 
Hen Britain firſt at Heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land. 
1 * angels ſung this ſtrain; 


Britannia, Britannia, rule the db %. 
Britons never d be flaves. 1 


The nations, not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Xs Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall ; 
_ While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and 485; 
The dread and envy of them all. 
* | Rate, Britannia, & Q (P 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, - _ 6 
More dreadful from each forei | ſtroke, | 

As the loud blaſt,” that tears the ſkies, rl 
Serves but to-root thy native oak. 


Thee, haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; * 
All their ro to bend thee'down © - , © 

Will but arouſe thy generous flame, ' + 
But work their woe, and thy **. 


To thee belongs the rural reign; 
Thy cities tal witch commerce 
All thine ſhall he the ſubject main, N 2 
And ev'ry ſhore it cireles thine. _— 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſs'd iſle) with beauty matchleſs Meſs erown'd, 


And man! hearts go guard the fair 
N Rule, 4 | | Ja. Tüensen. 


. : 42 . _— © . 
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(Vn prevailing ſo long * the great, 

Makes oaths eaſy potions to ſleep on; 

Which many (on gaining good places) repeat, 
Without e'er deſigning to keep one. 

For an oath's ſeldom kept, as a virgin's fair fame, 
A lover's fond vows, or * good name; 
A lawyer to truth, or a ſtateſman from blame, | 

Or a patriot's heart in a courtier. 


Dorer Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
For how can I ſpeak without pain? 
My eyes have oft told you their wiſhes ; 
Why can't you the meaning explain ? 
My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion, 

And you too might cruelly blame ; 
Then pray don't expect a confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name. 


Since your's is the province of ſpeaki 
How can you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be. 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
I need not tell over and over 
What I in my boſom confine. 


The REPLY. 


Do the foregoing tune. 
Ood Madam, when ladies are willing, _ 
| A man muſt needs look like a fool; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling - ; 
For one that can love without rule. = 8 
At leaſt you ſhould\wait for our offers,  -F 
Not ſnatch like old maids in deſpair z 


Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, - * 51% 


Your fighs were all ſpent in the air. 
| Yog 


3 
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vu ſhould leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, 
And mot tell the matter ſo plain; 
Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 
But youꝭ re in a terrible 2 
By all the fond 
The — that wy cr - Fen baking 
Indeed is too mellow for me. 


5 — — — . 
| Tune, Down the burn, Dawe. 
| Wi HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
| | raviſh'd eyes reprove, 0 
2 kill them from the only face 
G 1 can behold, With love? | 
To ſhun your ſcorn, and 215 my care, 4 
I ſeek a nymph more kind; 
"A254 And as I range from fair to fair, 
* Still gentler. uſage ; ind. 
But O! how faint is ev'ry jo 7 
=” Where nature has no part 
Ne beaaties may my.) eyes employ, 
; a But you engage my heart. {ox 6 
So reſtleſs exiles, as they roam, 
+. | Meet pity eve Where; 
Yet languiſh for their native home, 
0 death . 3 there. 


— — 1 


*r 


8e 3 * my King 
Our lives and {afeties all 

A woful hunting once there did. 

In Chevy-chace befal. 
IJIꝙ᷑0o drive the deer with hound and hams 
Earl Pierey.took his Way. 8 
Tbe child may nue iat was l 
Ik) be hunting of that day. 5 ork 


TY 


The ſtout Earl of Northumberland'* -* ©  -» 
A vow to God did make, | | 
His pleaſure in the Scottiſh 
Three ſummer days to take; 


The choiceſt harts of Chevy-chace | 
To kill and bear away. - 14 TL 
Theſe tidings to Earl Douglas came, 2 
In Scotland where he la; 


Who ſent Earl Piercy at ak, ful 
He would B 
The Engliſh Earl, not Nome him, 


Did - the woods reſort, 


With twenty handred. bowmen bold, 


All choſen men of migh I 
Who knew full well, in time of necd, 
To aim their ſhafts aright. | 


the f 


The gallant grayhounds ſwiftly ran, 
To aſs 22 
On Monday the to hunt, 
When 49, ele df a appear; 5 1 
And, long before high noon, they had 
An hundred fat bucks lain : EN 
Then, having gin'd, the rovers went 1 
To rouſe up again. . 955 


The bowmen muſter'd on the kill, - | 
Well able to endure ; 1 

Their back-fides all, with £ care, 
That day were guarded ©. ra 


The hounds ran ſwiftly through the woods | 
The nimble deer to take ; | 

And, with their cries, the hills and dales 
An echo ſhrill did make. * 


Earl Piercy to the quarry went, "MN ” | 7 
To view che fallow-deer : £41 If 


— 
"7 
: 
© 
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uoth he, Earl Douglas promiſed 
a; day to meet me here; 


But if I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay. 

With that a-brave young gentleman 
Thus to the Earl did fay. 


Lo, yonder doth Lord Douglas come ! 
His men in armour bright, 

Full fifteen hundred Scottiſh ſpears, 
All marching in our fight; 


All pleaſant men of Teviotdale, 
Dwell by the river Tweed. 

Then ceaſe your {| Earl Piercy ad; 
And take your bows with ſpeed ; 


And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage to advance ; 

For there was ne'er a champion yet, 
In Scotland, or m France, 


'That ever did on horſeback come, 
But, if my hap it were, 

I durſt encounter, man for man, 
With him to break a ſpear. 


Lord Douglas on a milk-white ſeed, Ed 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 

Rode foremoſt of the company, * 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold. : 


Show me, ſaid he, whoſe men you be 
That hunt ſo boldly here; 

That, without my conſent, do chaſe | 
And kill my fallow-deer. 


The firſt man that did anſwer, make, 
Was Noble Piercy he, 
Who ſaid, We lift not to declare 


Nor bow, whoſe men we be; 


( n35 ) 


Yet we will ſpend out deareſt blood, 
The choiceſt harts to ſlay. 

Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn oath, 
And thus in rage did fay. 


Ere thus I will outbraved be, i 
One of us two ſhall die. 

I know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 


But truſt me, Piercy, pity it were, 
And great offence to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs men; 
For they have done no ill. 


Let me and thee the battle try, 
And ſet our men aſide. 

Accurs'd be he, ſaid Earl Piercy, 
By whom this is deny'd. 


Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth, 
Withrington by name: 

Who ſaid, he would not have it told 
To Henry his King, for ſhame, _ 4 


That e'er my Captain fi he on foot, | 
1 nd I food looking on, 12 0 
ou be two Earls, ſai . 
And I a Squire alone; 


I'll do the beſt that I may do, 
While I have power to ſtand ; 

While I haye er to wield my fword, 
I'll fight wi deart nd Tad 4 


Our Scottiſh archers bent their bows, 
Their hearts were good and true : 
At the firſt flight of arrows bent, 


They Engliſh flew. 


To arive cb with honnd and ha, 
* * . 


4 
=? 
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A Captain mov'd with meikle de, 
The ſpears in ſhivers went. pe 


They clos'd full faſt on every fide, 
6 No ſlackneſs there * "kar ang 
many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gaſping on the ground. 
O! but it was a grief to ſee, 
T —.— likewiſe for to 3 
cries of men l in their 
9 2 


At laſt thir two ſtout Earls 6a mee is 1 
Like chiftains of great mi | 

Like lions mov'd, ag ra Lord, 
They made a cruel fight. 


They fought until they both did ſweat, 

With words of — ſteel, 

Until the blood, like ops of rain, . 
They trinkling down did feel. 


Yield thee, Lond Fioup, I Douglas ſaid 
In faith I will thee 2 


Where thou ſhale high advenc'd be, D 
== By James our Scottiſh King. e uo 
Thy ranſom Iwillfreely 1 lan 
| 2 | "And this report i x EY rt 
E Thou att the moſt conageons knight 
5 Phit ever I did fee. 


No, 2, Douglas, ee. [7 
#$ Thy proffer do ſ- — 
1 will'nge yield to an 
8 That ever yet was 


Wich ae er eee u 
* Es Out of an Engliſh bow, 
2 | Which Mock Lord — 
BY wi tetra re ab ves 


4; 
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Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 

Fight on, my merry men all ; 
For why, my life is at an end; 

Lord Piercy fees me fall. | 
Then leaving life, Lord Piercy took 
The dead man by the hand, 

And ſaid, Lord Douglas, for thy life, 

Would I had loſt my land. 


O, but my very heart doth bleed 
With ſorrow for thy ſake! 
For, ſure, a more renowned knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


A Knight among the Scots there was 
Which ſaw Earl Douglas _ 

Who any in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the Earl Piercy. 


Sir Hugh Montgom'ry he was call'd 
Who, with a ſpear full bright, g 

Well mounted on a gallant ſteed, 

Ran hercely through the fight. 


He paſs'd the Engliſh archers all, 
Without or dread or fear, 
And through Earl Piercy's body then 


With ſuch a veh'ment force and might 
His body he did gore, * 

The ſpear went through the other ſide 
A large cloth - yard and more. 


8o thus did both theſe nobles die. 
Whoſe courage none could ſtain. 
An Engliſh archer then perceiv d 
His Noble Lord was ſlain; 
He had a bow bent in his hand. 
Made of a truſty tree, 


N. ; | M 3 AG 
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133 ) 


An * 
Unto the head drew he: 


A inſt Sir Hugh Montgom chen 
1150 right his ſhaft he i V 
e gray gooſe that were therein 
In his heart's rene were wet. . 


The fight did laſt from break of day 
Till ſetting of the ſun: 
For when they rung the ev'ning - bell, 
The battle ſcarce was done. 


With the Lord Piercy, there was ſlain 
Sir John of Oggerton, 

Sir Robert Ratchff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold Baron 3 


Sir Lan and alſo Sir H | h, 
h Eni ghts of gong Bey Bf * 


Gent Sir Raiph Raby there was ſlain, 
Whoſe proweſs did ſurmount. 


For Withrington I needs muſt wail, 
As one in doleful dumps; 

For when his legs were ſmitten: off, 
He fought ſtill on — ſtumps. 


And, with Earl Donglas, there was flain. 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; 

Sir Charles Murray, that from the field 

On foot would never fly: 


Sir Charles Murray of RatcliF too, 
| His ſiſter's fon was he; 
Sir David Lamb ſo well efteem'd, 
Yet ſaved could not be. 7 


And the Lord Maxwell in Hke ways 
Did wich Earl Douglas die. 
DO fifteen hundred Scottiſh 
Ment home but — 


n 
ef 
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Of twenty hundred . 
Scarce fifty- five did 

The reſt were lain at Chevy-chace, 
Under the green-wood tree. 


Next day did many widows come, .. ............. . 


Their huſbands to bewail. 
They waſh'd their wounds in briniſh tears, 


But all could not prevail. 
Their bodies bath'd in purple blood, 


They carry'd them awa 
They Lied d them dead a Gouſand t times, 
When they were cold as clay. 
The news were brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's King did reign, 
That brave Earl Douglas 1 
Was with an arrow 


Now God be with him, ad ow Ring, 
Sith 'twill no better be; 

J truſt I have, in my realm, 
Five hundred good as he. 


Like tidings to King Henry came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, | 

That Piercy of Northumberland 
Was ſlain at Chevy-chace. 


O heavy news! King Henry faid; 
England can witneſs be, 
J have not any Captain more 

- Ot ſuch account as he. 


Now, of the reſt, of ſmall account, 

Did many hundreds die. 
Bm 
22 


2 


— * 
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God ſave the King, and bleſs the land 
Wich plenty, joy, and peace; | 
And grant henceforth, that foul wein, 
Twixt noblemen may * | 


= 


—_ 


ee by the, Duke "PR 


OD proſper long from being broke 
The Luck of Edenhall. A 4 25 

A doleful drinking - bout I ling, 

That lately did befal. 


To chaſe the ſpleen with cup and cann, 
Duke Philip took his way. 
Babes yet 9 ſhall never ſee 
Such drinking as Pac day. 
The ſtout and ever- Duke — 
A vow to God did make, f 


His pleaſure within Cumberland 
Three live- long nights to take. 


Sir Muſgrave too of Martindale, 
A true and worthy Knight, 
Eftſoon with him a 4 | 

In drinking to delight. | ' 


The bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, | 
Six a hand went round; ' ' 
And, with their calling for more wine, 


They made the hall _ 


25 Now, when theſe 


The Earl of Haro - pou * 
And am 1 (quoth he, with an oath) _ 


Thus {lighted by my peers? | 
Saddle my fteed, bring forth-my boots, ha 
PU be with them right — ; 


24 pint- bumper at Sir Chriſtophet Muſgrave's. 
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And, Maſter Sheriff, come — n 
We ll know this ſcurvy trick 


Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 
(Did one at table ſay). | 

'Tis well, * the Na Duke z 
How will get away? | 


When thus the Earl began : Great Duke, 


I'll know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me; fure this 
You did not learn in France.. 


One of us two for this affeuce 
Under the board ſhall lie. 

| know chad tl 2 Duke thou art, 
So ſome years hence ſhall I. 


But truſt me, Wharton, "pity 'twere, 
So much good wine to ſpill, 


As theſe companions here may 
Ere they have had their fl. 


Let thou and I, in bumpers full, 
This affair decide: 

Accurs'd be he, Duke: 3 
By whom it is deny'd. . 


To Andrews, and to Hotham fair, 
Many a pint went round. 


And many à gallant gentleman 
Lay ſpewing on the ground. 

When, at the laſt, che Huke are 
He had the Earl ſecure; 

He ply'd him with z full pint glaſs, 
Which laid him on the floor: | 


Who never { ke” more words than theſe, | 


1 he — ger funk, R 
"Dat Var Wharton ſees ee 


* 


OB 
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Then, with a groan, Duke Philip held g 
The ſick * by the joint, 2 

And ſaid, Earl Harold, ſtead of wee, | 
Would I'had drank this pint. 


Alack! m = very heart doth bleed, 


And doth within me fink ; 
For ſurely a more ſober Earl 
Did never ſwallow drink. 


With that the Sheriff, in a rage, 


To fee the Earl fo ſmit, T2 2 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk peer 
Upon renown'd Sir ONE: We. 


Then ſtept a 
Of viſage _ 


Lloyd was his —_— of G 
aſt by the river Twale... 


Who fi, ho would nothave told. 5 a 
Where Eden river rann. 


_That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by : : 
So, Sheriff, Im your man. 


ire ſonb, 


. 
pg = 1 


Now, when theſe tidings — the ro room / 
Where the Duke la | 
How that his Squire = A þ 
Ne V2 PI 1 
2 . (quoth the Dake! 3." | - 
itneſs be, 
I = not any Captain, more 1 Y 
Of ſuch account as he. | 19 U 
Like gang: 10 Earl Thanet ane, e 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, d V 
How that the Under-Sherif too. A 1 
Was fallen from his place; Up: "a 
| Nw Co ein (aa un. | G 


ou 'twill no better be: 


9 „ 
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T truſt I have within my town 
As drunken knights as he. | 


Of all the number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield ; 
But with a bumper in his hand | \ 
He ſtagger d o'er the field. 


Thus did this dire contention end, 
And each man of the ſlain 

Was quickly carried off to bed, 
His ſenſes to regain. 


God bleſs the King, the Ducheſs fat, 
And keep the land in peace, 

And grant that drunkenneſs henceforth 
Mongſt noblemen may ceaſe. 


And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The nation's other hope, 

And give us grace for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


— — — 8 


— — 


AT the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 
Who the pangs of ambition or love ne er had felt: 
A few ſober maxims ſtill run in her head; 
That 'twas better to earn ere ſhe ate her brown bread ; 
That to riſe with-the lark was conducive to health, 
And, for folks in a cottage, contentment was wealth. 


Young Roger, who liv'd in the valley below, 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau, 
Would oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 
And would lean on his pitch-fork to tell her his tale. 
With his winning behaviour he ſo gain'd on her heart; 
Being artleſs herſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor'd, 
And would lye with 3 
\ | 14 cr 


5 


\ 
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Her eyes he commended in language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the torment he felt in his breaſt, 
With ſighs, and with tears, he ſo ſoften'd her mind, 
That, in downright compaſſion, to love ſhe inclin'd, 


No ſooner he'd melted the ice in her breaſt, 

Than the heat of his paſhon that moment decreaſt. 

And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 

And boaſts of his conqueſt to Suſan and Nell. 

Though he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſt; 
And whene'er he fpeaks of her, he makes her his jel. 


Take heed, pretty virgins of Britain's fair iſle, 

How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile; 

For Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 

And you'll find a falſe oger in 8 vale; ; 

Who, to court you and tempt you, will try all his ſcil. q 
But remember the Bd at the row of the ll. 


_ 


Tune, Sucret ave the charns of ber Tl. 


Wherever, Damon, thou ſhalt rove, 
O keep me ever in — mind; 
If walking ſome ſhady grove, 
Or on a flow'ry bank reclin'd, 
Still let my faithful 3 image be | 
Among the ſhades retir with thee, | 
Still let my faithful image be, &c. 
Think when, beneath the ſpreading trees 
You. liſten-to the whiſ| Prin breeze, | 
How with oft ſighs my boſom heaves, 
When I lament my ruin'd peace; 


Calm are my tears, as ſilent ſhow'rs, 
Or dews that hang on painted flow'rs. 


| Or if you wander where fome brook / 

Doss oer the pebbles murm ring flow, 
As on the flowing ſtream yon look, 
Think mow I weep, oppreſs'd with woe ; 


And 
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And ſhould the current want ſupplies, 
I could recruit it from my eyes. 


While, perch'd upon the pointed thorn, 
The nightingale renews her ſtrain, 
Let it remind you. how forlorn, 
When you are abſent, I complain; 
Or ſhould you hear the widow'd dove, 
Think I, like her, lament my love. 


When you behold the ſetting ray 
Tremble beneath the weſtern ſky, 

The ſolemn gloom of cloſing day 

May ol rhe me to your oy z 

For languid as departing hg 

Am I when abſent from your ſight. 


dE PI * 8 
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Tune, The banks of Forth. 


AY, Chloe, by what powerful art 
A glowing flame you do impart, 
Through every breaſt, when tis well known, 
Snow 15 no colder your own. | 


It gives th' admiring world ſurpriſe, 

To find that love, which from thoſe eyes 
Wounds thouſands with unerring dart, 
Should prove a ſtranger to thy heart. 


Through various climates I have rov'd, 
And various beauties ſeen unmov'd; 
My heart reſerv'd for thee alone, 

I ſaw, I lov'd, and was undone. -. 


But yet ſo pleaſant was the pain, 
With pride I hugg'd the fatal chain; 
Nor would I, though I could be free, 
But live a captive 1 to thee. 


"af ry 
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Y let us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Jock's to be married to Maggy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair; 
And there will be lang-kail and pottage, 
And bannocks o' barley- meal; 
And there will be good ſawt herring, 
JTo reliſh a cogue of good ale. 
H let us a' to the bridal, Kc. 


And there will be Sawney the ſutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle mow ; 
And there will be Tam the bluter, 

With Andrew the tinker, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's good man ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dobie, 
And Laurie the laird o' the land, 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the mill, 

Capper-nos'd. Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins i the how o' the hill; 

And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wa in wi' black Beſſy did mool, 
Wi' ſnivelling Lilly, and Tibbie 

The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
And Madge that was buckl'd to Steenie, 

And coft him gray breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe; 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh wi' the lily-white leg, 
- Wha ga'd to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons-meg. 
And there will 2 Maclawrie, 
„And blinkin Barbara Macleg, 


- 
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Wi' flae-lugged ſharny-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mow'd haluckit Meg ; 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nancy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 
Muck Maddie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 


And there will be girn-again Gibbie, 
Wi' his glakit wife Jenny Bell, 

And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Mackapie, 
The lad that was ſkipper himſel. 

There lads and laſſes in pearlings 

Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', 

On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 

That are baith ſodden and raw. 


And there will be fadges and brochan, 
Wi' fouth of good gabboks of ſkate, 
Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, 
And caller nowt-feet in a plate; 
And there will be partans and buckies, . 
And whytens 1 enew. 
Wi' ſingit ſheeps heads, and a haggies, | 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. + 2 | 
And there will be laper'd milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, - 
Wi' (wats and well-ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps. LIRA 
And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks 
Wi' ſkink to ſup till ye rive, ' 
And roaſts, to roaſt on a brander, 
Of flowks that were taken alive. . 


Scrap'd haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangles, 
And a mill of ſniſhin to prie ; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die, 
Then fy let us a? to the bridal; 
For there will be lilting there; 


N 2 For 
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For Jock's to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair. 


—— 
Tune, Tarry woe. 


Cu s voice, Celia's voice, 
Sweetly on our ſenſes win; 
Quard us Heaven! guard us Heaven! 
Guard us Heaven ere ſhe — 
When the pretty warbler ſin 
Heaven its ſtore of pleaſures rings ; 
Then, Oh! then is heard and ſeen 
Muſic's goddeſs, beauty's queen. 


Y 8 Celia's voice we fing, 
Sweet as balmy gale of ſpring, 
Scattering odour as it blows, / 
O'er the vi'let and the roſe : 
Harp, viol, lute, in value fall, 
Celia's voice excels them all ; 
Oblig'd are Ramſay's ſongs, I vow, 
Celia, to your voice and you. 


Oh! it & a 
And our hearts within us dance, 
 Tarry woo when Celia ſings, 

Then we're borne on pleaſure's wings: 
Charms around the finger throng, 
Angels liſten to the — _ 
Round her all the ſwains rejoice, | 
Nought ſo ſweet as Celia's voice. 


Happy i is the rural . 

Free from city, care, de 4; 

He, with pleaſure all the — . 
Sees his tender lambkins play: 6 


But ye gods, can any bli 
Any pleaſure equal his, 


"67 


trance, 


„ a 
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K 
On whoſe raviſh'd ſenſes = 
Celia's beauties, and her ſong 


Though a ſimple ſhepherd I, 
Mighty kings I don't envy ; 

I am hap ur INT, | 
Whilſt I hear my Celia fing. 
But when Celia ſings adieu, 
In the ſong of Tarry w, 
Then am J a penſive ſwain, 
Till the fair reſume the ſtrain. 


Sing, my faireſt, fing again, 
Since your ſilence gives me pain; 
And continue ſinging ſtill, 

Till I fay I have my fill. 
Warble, faireſt, warble on, 
Never let the ſong be done ; 

Still I find the pleaſure new, 
Never, never ſing adieu. 


Tune, Dear Colin, prevent my warm Bluſbes. 
Ear Jenny, your charms have undone me, 
And robb'd me of freedom and joy z 
I prithee, dear Jenny, ſmile on me, 
For death is my fate if you're coy. 
I prithee, dear charmer, be cautious z 
Since death is ſo heinous, comply, 


And torture me not with delaying, - 
Since ev'ry croſs jade can deny, 
Nay, angel, don't fancy that nature, 
In forming you, took ſuch delight, 
To make you the faireſt in feature, 
1 For nought but to dazzle the —3 
ay, Jeve, when he gave you theſe graces, 
ſatcnded you ſolely for love, 


N 3 g And 
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And made thee the faireſt of laſſes, 
$4 0 kindeſt of femalesto — 


Is faded and q | 
And thrown diſregard away. N 
Tis ſo with the peeviſh young * 
That takes at her lover diſtaſte, 
And trifles till thirty does arm ket, 
And ſo dies a maid at the taft. 


Tune, To daunton me. 

Ginn: me, ye gods Who rule above, 
ers of virtuous love, 

In * retir r ſweet retreat, 

Far from th'ambitious and the great. 

With ſweet Melinda in my arms, 

Poſſeſo d of all her heav 

To paſs the fleeting hours of life, 

Far from the noiſy feenes of ſtriſe. 


No anxious thoughts ſhould then controud 
The gentle calmneſs of my foul ; 
No cares deprive my mind of reſt, | 
Nor tear Melinda from m breaſt. | 
Could I, thou creature all divine, 
Cauld 1 — call Melinda mine, 
Retir'd "dy all world but thee: 


When time's ſoft moments paſs away, 
And love em each chearful day, 
With juſt di I would look down. 
On al the ſplendor of a crown. 

And when the fates mould calf me kenee, - 


Jo pureſt climes remote from ſenſe, 


Content 


* 
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Content I'd bleſs the moments paſt, 
And in thy arms breathe out my laſt. 


— 


| i 
Ylvia, wilt thou waſte wy prime, 
A ſtranger to the joys of love ? 

Thou haſt youth, and that's the time, 
Every moment to improve. 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant prate, and mather's joys ? 
| Caveetly ſounding, SC. 


Only view that little dove 
Softly cooing to its mate; 
As a farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait. 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
As it flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an amorous tale, 
I love, I love, it ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy foul reveal, 
But at leaff the thouſandth 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
In a mutual change of heart, 
Then, repenting, wouldſ thou ſay, 
Virgin-fears, from hence remove; 
All the time is thrown away 
That we cannot fpend in love. 


.* - * 
9 * 6 . 
_—_ * _— 


18 all you ladies now at land 

We men at ſea indite; 

But firſt would have you underſtand 
How hard it is ta write: 
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The muſes now, and Neptune too, 


We muſt implore to write to you. 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


For chough the muſes ſhould prove kind. 
And fill our empty brain; 

Vet if rough Neptune rouſe the wind, 
To wave the azure main, | 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we 

Roul up and down our tip at ſea. 


Then if we write not ev * 
Think not we are unkin 
Nor yet conclude our ſhips are loſt 
By Dutchmen, *. by wind ; 
Our! tears we'll ſend a peedier way 
The tide ſhall bring them twice a-day. 


The King, with wonder and ſurpriſe, 
Will ſwear the ſeas grow bold, 
Becauſe the tides will higher riſe 
Than e'er they did of old. 
But let him know it is our fears . 
Brings floods of tears to Whitehall ſtairs, 


Should fi O chance to know 
Our ſad and difmal tory, 
The Dutch would ſcorn fo weak a 
And quit their fort at Goree 
For what reſiſtance can they find 
From men who've left their hearts behind ? 


- Let wind and weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, 8 curſe, 
* No ſorrow we find ; 
"Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our friend, or who's our . 


To paſs our tedidus hours away, 
2 bn ey 
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Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play. 
But why ſhould we in vain 


Each other's ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we left you. 


But now our fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our hopes away, / 

Whilſt you, regardleſs of our woe, 
Sit careleſs at a play 

Perhaps permit ſome happier man 

To kiſs your hand, or flirt your fan. 


'When any mournful tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry note, 
-As if it ſigh'd with each man's care, 
For being ſo remote; 
Think then, how often love we've made 
To you, when all thoſe tunes were play'd. 


In juſtice you cannot refuſe 
o think of our diſtreſs,” 
When we, for hopes of honour, loſe 
Our certain happineſs ;_ - 
All thoſe deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your love. 


And now we've told you all aur loves 
And likewiſe all our fears: | 
In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity for our tears ; 
Let's hear of no inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at ſea. © Doxszr. 


— 


AS muſing I rang'd in the meads all alone, 
A beautiful creature was making her moan ; 

Oh! the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eyes, 
Ang * — 1 the air and my heart with her eries. 
' the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eyes, 

4nd ſhe pierc'd both the air and my heart with her cries. 


I 
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I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan ; 
She told me her ſweet Seneſino was flown, 
And in that ſad poſture ſhe'd- ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear charmer would come back again, 


Why, who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid I, 

That draws ſuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eye! 
To beauty ſo blooming what man can be blind, 
To paſſion ſo tender what monſter unkind ! 


Tis neither for man nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the lee 

My warbler celeſtial, Bee darling of fame, 

Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 


Perhaps tis ſome linnet, ſome blackbird, ſaid I, 

Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the ſky; 
Come, dry up your tears, and abandon your grief, 

IU bring you another to give you relief. 


No linnet, no blackbird, nor ſky-lark, ſaid ſhe, 
But one much more tuneful by far than all three. 
My ſweet Senefino for whom I thus cry, 

Is ſweeter than all the wing'd ſongſters that fly. 


Adieu Farinello, Cuzzoni likewiſe, oy i 
Whom ftars and whom garters extol to the ſkies : 
Adien to the op'ra, adieu to the ball, 
My darling is gone, and a fig for them all. Carr. 


— — 


Tune, III gar 'you be fain to follow me. 
He. A Dieu for a while, my native plains, 
x My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frac thee. 


She, Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey 
Ihe pleadings of love, but thus hurries away; 
Alake | thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


-- 


Br. 
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He. The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate, 
That gave me a being without an eſtate; 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 

To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee. 


She. Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then, Johny, be counſell'd nae langer to ftray ; 
For while thou prov*ſt conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
Contented, I'll ay find a treaſure in thee. 


He. O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondneſs, which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. 


She. Bear witneſs ye ſtreams, and witneſs ye flow'rs, 
Bear witneſs ye watchful inviſible pow'rsz; 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naithing propitious e'er ſmile upon me. 


Tune, Noc my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


A Dieu, ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
Farewel each ſong that was diverting ; 
Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 
I ſing of Delia and 'Damon's parting. 


Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleaſant- paſſion, 
Till Delia's mildneſs had prevail'd 
On him to ſhew his inclination. 
Juſt as the fair-one ſeem'd to give 
A patient ear to his love-ſtory, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, | 
To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 
Half-ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 


Their eyes refus'd the uſual meeting ; 
* ſighs ſupply'd their wonted ſon 


heſe charming ſounds were chang d to 9 
ear 
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Dear idol of my ſoul, adieu: | 
Ceaſe to lament, but ne'er to love me. 


While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charms ſhall ever move me. 


Alas who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her ? 

The thought deſtroys my heart with care; 
Adiey, my dear, I fear for ever. 


If ever I forget my vows, | 
May then my guardian-angel leave me: 

And, more to aggrayate my woes, 
Be you fo as to forgive me. 


W. HamiLToy, 


— — 


V 


— 


Wen Jocky was bleſs'd with your love and your 


K truth, 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant banks dwelt ſo blythſome a 
With Jenny I ſported it all the day long, (youth. 
And her name was the burden and joy of my ſong. 
And ber name <was the burden and joy of my ſang. 


„„ , oc he SHE 

Ere Jocky had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not ſo happy a ſhe. 

Such pleaſures with Jocky his Jenny had known. 
That ſhe ſcorn'd in a cote the fine folks of the town. 


FO CK T. 
Ah! Jocky, what fear now poſſeſſes thy mind, 
That Jenny ſo conſtant to Willy's been kind! _ 
When dancing ſo gay with the nymphs on the plain, 
She yielded her hand and her heart to the ſwain. 


| 7 & N N 7. 
You falſely upbraid,—but remember the day | 
Wah Lucy you toy d it beneath the new * 
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When alone with your Lucy, the ſhepherds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made. 


en | 
Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my heart ſtray'd from thee 
Nor Lucy the wanton's a maid ſtill for me ; 

From a laſs that's ſo true your fond Jocky ne'er fov'd, 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd. 


F, 8: N:N F.. 
My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor . 
For you of that heart was 2 and the pride. 
While Tweed's waters glide, aur Jenny be true, 
Nor love, my dear Jocky, a ſhepherd like you. 

7 O0 C-;& TI: 
No ſhepherd e'er met with fo faithful a fair ; 
For kindneſs no youth can with Jocky compare. 


We'll love then, and live from fierce jealouſy free, 
And none on the plain ſhall be happy as we. 
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Tune, % Nano. 

QTrephon, how could you cruel 

To ſlight me when you ſee I love? 
What madneſs has poſſeſs d your mind? 
Muſt you be falſe, cauſe I am kind? 
The love ſo eagerly you ſought, 
I gave you ſooner than I ought ; 
And now I'm baniſh'd from your breaſt, 
Becauſe I granted your requeſt. 


Had I unkind and cruel prov'd, J& 

Falſe man, I had been ftill belov'd : 

While I was cold, your breaſt was fir'd ; 
When my flame kindled, your's expir'd. 

May the next woman you addreſs, 

Torment you more, and love you leſs; - 
Then, like a ſpaniel, you ml prove 0 

The worſe you're 2 more you'll love. 


F 


AS 
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A walking forth to view the plain, - ' * 
Upon a morning early, | + 
While May's ſweet — did clear my brain, 
From flow'rs that grow ſo rarely; 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid ; 
he ſhin'd though it was fogie. 
I aſk'd her name. Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid; 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 
I ſtood a while, and did admire 
© To fee a nymph fo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear 
In a country-maid ſo neatly ; 
Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lily in a bogie, | 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd * 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 
Thou flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee. 
Though thou art dreſs'd in robes but mean, 
Vet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee. 
Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excells any clowniſh rogie; "I 
'Thou'rt match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogic. - "VÞ|_*©| 
Ol! were I but ſome ſhepherd-ſwain, 
To feed my flock beſide thee ; 
At boughting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee, 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my dub. and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but arine Ogie. 

Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmens dang rous ſtations; 

I'd be no King, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations; 


Might 
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Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs, 
his laſs of whom I'm vogie : 
For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature; | 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her _— | 
All other Works in nature. d. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my loye, pA 
That are both dark and fogie. ,* 
. Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 
Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 
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Na ſmall pleaſant village, by nature compleat, 
1 Of a few honeſt ſhepherds the quiet retieat, 
There liv'd a young lab, of ſo lovely a mien, 
Such ſeldom at balls or at courts can be ſeen. 
The ſweet damaſk roſe was full blown on her cheek, 
The lily diſplay'd all its white on her neck; 
The lads of the village all ſtrove to prevail, 
And call'd her in raptures, Sweet Nan of the vale. 


Young Hodge ſpoke his paſſion, till quite out of breath, 
Crying wounds, he could hug her and kiſs her to death 
And Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſeſs'd, 
That he lothed his food, and abandon'd his reſt.“ 
But ſhe could find nothing in them to endear, 

So ſent them away with a flea in their ear; 
And ſaid, no ſuch boobies could tell a love-tale, 
Or bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the vale. 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the een 
Who lately to London on a frolic had — Ag naps 
Came home much improv'd in his air and addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her, not fearing ſucceſs. 
He ſaid, Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe lips to be kiſs'd; 
Aud preſs'd her ſo * ſne could not reſiſt; 

8 | 
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And ſhew'd the dull clewns the right way to ſail, 
And brought to his wiſhes — 2 of che vale. 


o 
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Net the ſmooth Liffy's filver ſtreams, 
Begloom'd from Phebus' orient beams, 
In a rock's deep receſs, 
A grott by nature's hands is made, 
Screen'd by the poplar's ample ſhade, 
From public hght's acceſs. 


Fair Flavia ſought this ſad retreat, 
'There to co in of man's deceit, 
And feed her own deſpair, 
By woes oppreſs'd, there ſat alone, 
By love and melancholy grown 
Regardlefs of all fear. 


The hollow rock where ſhe reclin'd, 
She thought reſembled Damon's mind; 
_ His dark deſigns, the ſhade; 
The ſmooth fair ſtream, his lovely face; 
Its ſound, the tongue's bewitching grace, 
That won, and that betray'd. | 


Thus many tedious nights ſhe paſt, 
Imploring each might be her laſt ; 
Till love in pity ſen 
One ev*ning as he careleſs ſtray'd, 
Damon to hear the mournful maid 
Her melting ſorrows vent. 


Soon as he ſaw who made the plaint, 
What heart ſo hard but muſt relent, 
And dry ſuch peatly —_— 
Proftrate, the injur'd nymph he pray'd 
Forgiveneſs, that he e'er betray” N 
er love to jealous feats. 


—_ A 


=>. Sant 


( 


Surpriſe a while made Flavia mute; 
But pow'rful love ſoon gain'd the ſuit, 
And Hymen crown'd their joys. 
Her doubts remov'd, his truth ſhe owns ; 
And now, inſtead of midnight-moans, 

She ſings to Damon's boys. 


82 are the charms of her I love, 

More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 

Soft as the down of turtle-dove, | 
Gentle as wind when Zephyr blows ; 

Refreſhing as deſcending rains g- 

To ſun-burnt climes and thirſty plains. 

Refreſhing, &C, 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun ; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon: 
From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bow'rs 
Of verdant ſpring, her note renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. | 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th'approach of autumn flies, 

No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks 4 cedars bow 
| 3 
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And marble: towers, and walls of braſs, 
In his rude march he levels low: 

But time, deſtroying far and wide, 

Love from the foul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his crael dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove ; 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſs'd above : 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 

He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


| Love, — Gi be Gr, en 
Twin-born rom heaven er came: 
Love will the — controul, ; 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. Boots. 
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Ear me, ye , and ew'ry ſwain, 
H Fll tell ode, > ieves me; 
Though thus I languiſh, thus complain, 

Alas ! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and fighs, like filent air, 

nheeded never move her. 2 

At the bonny buſt aboon Traquair, 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſoothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs' d, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
* The fields we then frequented ; 
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If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The/bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember ; 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural powers, who hear my ftrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her {miles relieve me. 
If not, my love wall turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender; 
I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
' To lonely wilds Pll wander. 


” 
A 


—_ 


Tune, Pokwarth on the green. 


TH beauty. like the roſe 
That ſmiles on Polwarth green, 
In various colours ſhows, 
As 'tis by fancy ſeen; 
Yet all its diff rent glories lie 
United in thy face; 
And virtue, like the ſun on high, 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


So charming is her air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome Fs care 
Each motion ſeems aflipn'd : 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gary 
The joyful moments fly, 
As if for wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 
Kind am'rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
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Perfume her breath, and ſmile, 
And wave your balmy wings : 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The ſoul in bleſsful ecſtafies 
Diſſolveth in the charm. 


WHY ſeeks my love the garden's bloom, 


To deck her ſnowy breaſt and hair ? 


Would ſhe all beauties overcome, 
And make them die becauſe leſs fair? 

No more the roſe a bluſh ſhall boaſt, 
Though in the dewy morning ſpread ; 

Where her cheeks bloom, its luftre's loſt, 
And fading looks the wonted red. 


The tulip, gay with various dyes, 
Stole from the teints of Iris' bow, 
Has not ſuch charms to pleaſe the eyes, 
As can my lovely Sally ſhow. 
Her lips outvy the richeſt clove, 
Her teeth the dew on lilies clear ; 
Faint to the veins, in her I love, 
Do the blue violets appear. 


When the ſoft ev'ning's breezy gale 
Viſits the orient ſpiey ſhore, - 
Not half the perfumes does exhale, 

As her ſweet breath whom I adore. 
Now theſe fair flow'rs their ſweet reſign, 
In-Sally's breaſt, that pleafing fair; 

Then, as their fate reſembles mine, 


Let me, like them, be bury'd there. 


ä 


"== bluſhing bloom of virgin-cheek, 
That rivals ev'n the roſe in May, 
Who would preſerve, no farther ſeek, 

But liſt to us, we'll point the way. 
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Soon as the lark begins her ſong, 
Forſake the ſpot of buſy care ; 
Trip ye the flow'ry meads along, 
And deign our harmleſs ſports to ſhare. 


Releas'd from hurry, noiſe, and ſmoke, 
From routs, and drums, and maſquerades ; 
Releas'd from fops inſipid joke, 
Away and taſte the bliſs of ſhades. 
From verdant tufts the vrlets ſpring, 
The daizies ting'd with modeſt red; 
Hark how the thruſh and blackbird fing, 
And friſking.lambs around ye feed. 


All underneath ſome thick*ning tree, 
We ſhelter from the ſultry heat ; 
We read or chat with chearful glee, 
And ſpread our clean, though homely meat. 
The friendly brook that runs hard by, 
Supplies us with its liquor clear. 
Unenvy'd great! your toils lay by, 
And taſte our rural pleaſures here. 


A Mphitryon and his btide, a godlike pair, 
4 _ brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus = 
n thrones of gold in purple triumph plac' 
With matchleſs ſplendor crown'd the nuptial feaſt. 
The vaulted roof with loud applauſes rung, 
While thus the love · inſtructed hero ſung. 


Was Jove himſelf deſcending 
EN of 
nrag'd at m tendin 
To call lach wr =, 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder 
With boldneſs I'd deride : 
Not Heav'n itſelf can ſunder 
The bands which love has ty'd. 
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The Thund'rer heard, and look'd indignant down, 
Till beauty's glance diſarm'd his gather d frown: 
The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes | 
Compell'd/the god to quit his native ſkies ; 

He feign'd the huſband's form, poſſeſs'd her charms, 
And puniſh'd his preſumption in her arms. 


He's the moſt unwiſe of lovers, 
When his preſſive vows prevail, 
If his wanton tongue diſcovers 
Graces which he ſhould conceal. 
He deſerves the higheſt pleaſure, 
Who reveals it not when won. 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure ; 
He that boaſts, is ſure undone. 


LE 


— 


A H whither, my Clio | ah whither haſt fled ? 
What grove doſt thou viſit, what vale doſt = 
f | (tread? 
Ah! return; no more from your fond poet ftray. 


My lyre is quite tuneleſs, my lyre is quite tunelefs, 


(when Clio's away. 


While Clio was with me, through deſarts by night 
Undaunted I'd rove, with romantic delight: 
But the city's a wild now, and chearleſs the day; 


All pleaſure forſakes me when Clio's away. 


Once muſic could charm me, and converſe could pleaſe; 


Now ſounds loſe their force, and diſcourſe does but 
4 (teaze, 


"Twas ſhe ſwell'd the note, and made company gay; 
No joy can I reliſh when Clio's away. 


How enraptur'd I us'd to my Clio rehearſe 
Anacreon's ſweet-ſonnet, or great Homer's verſe! 
But neither to me now is ſublime or gay; 


All Parnaſſus is gloomy when Clio's away. 


Tis 
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'Tis the alone ſparkles delight in the- glaſs, 

And ſweetens the minutes of life as they paſs ; 

'Tis ſhe points my ſatyr, and ſmoothes my fond lay; 
To me nature's lifeleſs when Clio's away. 


Ah! Clio, return ; for if truth or if love 

Can inforce a requeſt, ſurely mine then muſt move : 
You'll find none ſo faithful where-ever you (tray ; 
Then why from her poet is Clio away: 


No more my heart ſhall looſely rove 
In ſearch of novel charms: _ 
My fancy's fix'd, reſiſtleſs love 
My glowing boſom warms. 
A bluſhing cheek, a lip and eye, 
A ſhape, an air, a voice, 
Oft rais'd a wiſh or forc'd a figh, 
But ne'er could fix my choice. 


For ſoon-I ſhook off beauty's chains, 
Impatient of controul, 

The object chang'd, no trace remains 
Imprinted on the ſoul. 

The charms that gild a lovely mind, 
Can conquer that alone: 

My fancy's fix d, convinc'd I find 
Variety in one. 


TS. taſk too hard to anſwer, 
On my ſoul I cannot fix, 
Perfect features, glowing creatures, 
Lovelieſt of the charming ſex. 
Lovelieſt, &c. . 


dee the ſoft and curling ringlets 
On their lovely breaſts and necks ; 
May they be from pride as free, 
As thoſe pretty hills from ſpecks. - 
ee 
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See thoſe eyes how black and piercing, 


Shapes that meaſure ſcarce a ſpan, 
Boſoms panting, nothing wanting 
To complete the fall of man. 


Why then doſt thou idly aſk me, 


Which my tow'ring ſoul would reach ? 


If I could, with both I would; 
Death attends the ſteps of each. 


— — 


Hus pair, who taſte love's bleſſing, 
weet delights their hours employ ; 


Giving till, yet ſtill ſſeſſing ; 
While beſtowing, ſharipg, joy. 
If misfortunes e'er ſhould. grieve them, 
Both ſupport the light'ned weight. 
Double ſtrength and Kill relieve them 
From diſtreſs, for one too great, 
From diſtreſi, for one too great. 


Male and female were by nature 
In one only maſs combin'd ; 
Halves of a divided creature 

Muſt uneaſy be till join'd. 

But what raptures, when united, 


Thrill through the cemented parts! 


Both delighted and delighting, 
Pleaſures interchange with hearts, 


" Int'reſt all in common blendipg, 
Ev'ry 8 ev'ry pain z 

Ev'ry wiſh by nature tending 
Mutual happineſs to gain. 

Thus indulgent Heav'n deſigning, 

Mortals n Joys ſhould prove, 

Two fond hearts in one combining, 

Bid them taſte its joys in-love. 


Harken 
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Arken, and I will tell you how a 
Voung muirland Willie came to woo, 

Though he could neither ſay nor do, 

The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, Whate'er betide, 
Maggy I'fe ha'e to be my bride. 
With a fal dal, &c. 


On his gray yade as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol by his fide, 
He prick'd her on wi” meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee, 
Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 24 
Till he came to her dady's door. | 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your doghter's love to win, 
I care na for making meikle din ; 
What anſwer gi'e ye me? | 
Now, wooer, wh he, wou'd ye light down, 
I'll gi'e ye my doghter's love to win. 


Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what town? 
I think my doghter winna gloom 

On fic a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ſtept up the houſe, | 
And wow but he was wondrous crouſe. 


I have three owſen in a plough, 
Twa good ga'en yads, and gear enough; 
The place they ca' it Cadeneugh : 
I ſcorn to tell a lie. | 
Beſides, I ha'e frae the great laid, 
A peat-pat, and a lang ail-yard. 


The maid pat on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
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Content, quo' he, a bargain be't ; 


The bridal day it came to paſs, 


6 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waiſt. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here; 


I'm young, and ha'e enough o' gear; 
And for myſell you need na fear, 
Troth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his bannet, and ſpat out his chew, 
He dighted his gab, and he pri'd hir mou'. 


The maiden bluſh'd, and bing'd fu' la-; 
She had na will to ſay him na, 
But to her dady ſhe left it a', 

As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs ; 
Syne ran to her dady, and tell'd him this. 


Vour doghter wad na ſay me na, 

But to yourſell ſhe. has left it a', 

As we cou'd gree between us twa; 
Say, what'll ye gi'e me wi' her? 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But ſic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle. — 


A kilnfu' of corn I'll gi'e to thee, 

Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk ky; 

Ye's ha'e the wedding · dinner free: 
Trotir I dow do na mair. 


} 


I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do':. 


Wi' mony a blytheſome lad and laſs. 
But ſicken a day there never was, 
Sic mirth was never ſeen. 

This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 

Meſs John ty'd up the marriage- bands. 

And our bride's maidens were na few, 

Wy tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 1 
i rae 
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Frae tap to tae they were bra' new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 


Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our ladſes een. 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fic din, 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The minſtrels they did never blin, 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their wames together met. 


he —_———— 


Tune, Gently touch the warbling Hre. 


Ty? be gazing on thoſe charms, 
To be folded in thoſe arms, 
To unite my lips to thoſe, it 
Whence eternal ſweetneſs flows; 
To be lov'd by one fo fair, 

Is to be bleſs'd beyond compare ! 


On that boſom to recline, 

While that hand is lock'd in mine ; 
In thoſe eyes myſelf to view, 

Gazing ſtill, and ſtill on you; 

To be lov'd by one ſo fair, 


Is to be bleſs'd beyond compare! H. Carry. 


YE gales that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boat-man, 

Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scotſman. 

In haly bands we join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, | 

While parents rate a large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' lover. 
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Bat I'll loor chaſe, in highland glens, 
To-herd the kid and goat, man, 

Ere I would, for ſic little ends, 
Refuſe my bonny Scotſman. 

Wae worth the man wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 

Frae greedy views love's art to uſe, _ 
While ſtranger to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte St thy . laſſie, 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 

And in her 9 awſe thee. | 
Love gi'es the word, then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boat - man. | 
Waft o'er, waft o'er, frae yonder ſhore, 

My brave, my bonny Scotſman. | 


— 
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f bt laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me ; | 
Ye powers, what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me! 

Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the og ane we lay, 
_ Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; 

We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n r when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


| Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 
3 Where mortal ſteel may wound me ; 


Or 
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Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me: 

Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 

Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter: | . 

Since ſhe excells in every grace, | 
In her my love ſhall center. 

Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 

On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I gang o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Though J left her behind me. 

Then Hymen's ſacred bands ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being doth remain, 

* My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


— 


T* laſs of Paty's mill, 
So bonny, blythe, and gay, 
In E. of all my ſkill, 
ath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed on the £ 
Love midſt her locks 2 play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 
Her arms, white, round; and ſmooth, 
| Breaſts riſing in their dawn, | 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand. | 
P 3 Through 
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Through all my ts ran 
| An ecſtaſy of 8 | 
When I ſuch ſweatuels fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or fmil'd. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


Oh! had I all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will ; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Paty's mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame with me. 


Tune, Bowy Fran, 
Ove's goddeſs, in a myrtle grove, 


Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 


Nor let thy ſhafts at random rove, 
For Jeany's hanghty heart muſt bleed. 
The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, ring, to the heart, 
And kill'd the pri of bonny Jean. 


No more the n ph, with ha air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind - - > thotly 
Her yielding b aber ſhew no care, 


Bax too auch eee ee 51 
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No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſ on the green, 
Whilſt ev'ry day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bonny Jean. 
A thouſand tranſports croud his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind ; 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeft, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind. 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean, 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems; 

When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, 
He wonders. at her in his dreams. | 

All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 


Than Troy's prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking 2 he lifts his Rows © 4 


And pants to be with bonny Jean. 
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Aua Rob Morris, that wins in yon glen, (men; 
He's the king of good fellows, wale of aald. 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too: 
And auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun o'e.. 


DOUGHT E R. 
Had your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild, and my eild, can never agree; 
They'll never agree, and that will be — z 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm bur fifteen, 


N. Had your tongue, doughter, and lay by your ide 
For he's be the bui „and ye's be the bride; 

He ſhall ly by your and kits ye too: 

And auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun lo'c. 


D. 


e 
D. Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou well. 
His a— it. ſticks out like ony peat-creel; (too: 
He's out-ſhinn'd and inn-knee'd, and ringle-ey/d 
And auld Rob Morris is the man I'll ne'er lo'e. 


M. Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld brafs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhould na be fac ill to ſhoe; 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun lo'e. 


D. But auld Rob Morris I never will ha'e, 
His back is ſae ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: 
F had titter die than live wi' him a year ; 
Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear, - 


— 


Tune, Auld lang fre. 


W Hen flow'ry meadows deck'd the year, 
| And ſporting lambkins play ; 
When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear, 
And muſic wak'd the day; | 
Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 
- To hear my am'rous lay; | 
Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no pow'r 
Should lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling choirs from ev'ry bough. 
Surround our couch in throngs, | 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
To give us change of ſongs. 
Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſt; 
I bleſs'd, hugg'd my maid ; 
J robb' d the kiſſes from her breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade. 


But joy tranſporting never fails 
| * 0h 00.7 ang 
Another ſwain with her prevails 
. To be as falleqgs fair. 
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| "What can my fatal paſſion cure ? 


I'll never woo: again: 
All her diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


What pity. 'tis to hear the 
Thus king with his coy 
But time and ſcorn may give him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again. 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be avid, 
Do not thyſelf b 
A faithful lover ſhould re 
Then cure him with a 


Tune, Bleſi' as th' immortal goal. 
WHY hang gs that cloud upon thy brow ? © 
That beauteous heav*n ere while ſerene ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms of tempeſts flow ? 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean ? 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to Rune, 


And lie obſcur'd in endleſs night, 
For each poor filly ſpeech of mine ? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
Since 'tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends ? 
Or if I durſt profanely try | 
Thy beauty's — charms t'upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lye, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus, ev'ry heart tinſnare, 
With all her charms has deck'd thy face; 
And Pallas, with unuſual care, 
Bids wiſdom heighten ev'ry grace. 


Who 


CS * 
Who can the double pain endure ? 


Or who but muſt refign the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 


With Cupid's bow, and Pallas' ſhield ? 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is giv'n, 
Let not a wretch in torment live; 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heav'n, 
Since we muſt fin ere it forgive. 
Yet pitying Heay'n not only does 
Forgive th'offender and th'offence, 
But ev'n itſelf, appeas d, beſtows, 
As the — of II. 


— 


Tune, Carl and the King cm. 


Wee we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our 

And loſs reſult in gain, P ely. 
When wwe meet again, Phely, &c. 


Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, 

To deſpair our thou hts were giv'n; 
Our — will all be ev'n, Phely, - 
When we meet again, Phel 7. 


* Now in dreary diſtant groves, 


I Thong h we moan like turtle-doves, 


aber beſt our virtue proves, 
And will enhance our loves, Phely. 


Joy oy will come in a ſurpriſe, 

ill that ha "PP hour ariſe ; 
Temper well your lave-fick figh 
For oye! becomes the wiſe, P Phety. 


J. Mrrenzxs. 
. Tune, 


He, 


( 179 ) 
Tune, Had awa' fra" me, Donald. 


Come awa', come awa', 
Come awa' wi me, Jenny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frac ane, 
Whaſe ſmiles ance raviſh'd me, Jenny. 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
'That ought Mall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the miſtreſs of my mind, 
Whate'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets inſlav'd my heart, 
_ You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny; 
But now, alas! you act a part 
That ſpeaks inconſtancy, Jenny. 


Inconſtancy is fic a vice, 


She. 


"Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 
It ſuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


O had awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 

Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald. 


Some fickle miſtreſs you my find, 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 


To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 


And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
"Tis fll'd with honeſty, Donald ; 
I'll never 1o'e mony, I'll lo'e much, 
I hate all levity, Donald. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald ; 
For words of falſehood ill defend 
A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own, 
1 frankly favour'd you, Donald; | 
1 Apparent 


(1800 
* worth, and fair renown, 
ade me believe you true, Donald: 
Uk virtue then ſcem'd to adorn : 
The man efteem'd by me, Donald ; 
But. now, the maſk fall'n off, I ſcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


| And now, for ever, had'awa' , 
| Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald | 
For Vilteſerve-myſelf for ane, 
Rr For ane that's liker me, Donald ; *8 
.- . If fic a ane I canna find, | 
PH neter lo'e man, nor thee, Donald. 


He. Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has oaly tald a Lye, Jenny ; 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 


She, When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come awa* wi' me, Donald; 
I'm well content ne'er to re 


That I have nf d on thee, Donald. 


FREIE | 
. ITS 2 1 3 


Nere wat ye —— I met 

Coming down the ftreet, my Jo? 

My — in her tartan ſcreen, 

3 bonny, 1 and N my jo. 
dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
hat never wiſh'd a lover ill; 

Since 5 Je = of your mither's 75 

up to the 


O Katie, 1 45 gang wi” me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while 
x The bloffom's ſprouting frac the tree, 
i R 


Soon as the clear goodman of dar 
Bends his morning-draught of dew, j 

We'll gae to ſome burn - ſide and play. 
And gather flow'rs-to-buſk; your brow. 

We'll pou the daiſies on the green 

.. The lucken gowans frae the 

Between-hands now and then we 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſaft, and flow'ry den, 
Where circling birks have form'd a bow'r: 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the _ ſhade remove. 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


lean, - J 


R — — * — 


* 2 g * SLY * FITS ic LE. 4.4 . 


V mither's ay glowrin o'er me, 
Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me; 
] canna get leave to look to my love, 
Or elſe ihe is like to devour me. | 


Right fain wad. I tak your offerr, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher ; AM 


Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, and wite yer poor Kate, 
When ye keek in your toom coffer. 


For tho* my father has plenty 

Yet he's ynco ſweer to twin wi' his gear; 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi' caution, 

Be wylie in ilka motion K 


( its ) 
Brag YA o fie and there s my leal hand, 
; Win IT 'll be at 12 devotion. l 


WO ER 


= ” 
RR We * „ . A —_— 


M Peggy is a 5 HP 

Juſt enter'd in ker teens ; 

Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 

Fair as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young thing, and I'm not very auld; 
Yet well I like to meet her at the waking o egg 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 

When'er we meet alane, 

I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 

I wiſh nae mair of a that's rare. 

My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, to a' the leave I'm cald; 
But ſhegars & my ſpirits glow at waking o the falle 


My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 

When er! whiſper u 

That I look . on a" the town, 

That I look down upon a crown. (bauldq 
My Peggy {miles ſae kindly, it makes me unde and 
And king gresmelic deli ight as waking o' the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſweetly, a 
When on my pipe I play ; 18 

By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 

By * the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. 

My Peggy ſings ſae ſweetly, and, in her fangs, is tald 


With | Wee the wale of ſenſe, at waking o' the 
Lo 


— —„ 


Ancy' s to the green wood gane, 
To hear the gor inks chatt' ring, 
And Willy he has a d her; * 2 
7 he 


— 
LY 4 


4 183 ) 


But a' that he cou'd ſay or doo 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him: 

And ay when he began to woo, b 
She bade him mind wha gat him, 


What ails ye at my dad, 1 he, 
My minny, or my anty 8 

With crowdy: moudy they fed me, . 
Lang-kail and ranty- tant; 

With bannegks.of good barley-m cr 
Of thae there was right N rn 

With chapped ſtocks butter'd fou' well 
And was not that right pred 2 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
Tis daſſin to Nee. 
He keepit ay à good 
A ha' houſe and a pantry 4 EPI 
A blew bonnet an i head, __. 3 
n owrlay bout his cragy 
And ay, — the da 


He rade on good —— bag. 


Now wae and wonder on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nancy ? 
Wad ye compare yourfel to me, 
A docken till a tanſy? 
I hae a wooer of my ain, — 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, k 
And well I wat his bonny mou* 
Is ſweet like ſugar-candy.. 


Wow, Nancy, what needs a' this din? 
. Do I not eh this Sandy ? | 
| I'm fure the chief of a” his kin 
as Rab the beggar randy : 
His minny Me! upo her back 
Bare baith and his bill 
Will ye compare a naſty 34 
To me, your winſome Willy? 


A2 My 


( 284 ) 
My utcher left a good braid Word, 
7 o' it be auld and ruſty, 
Yet, ye may take it'on my word, - 
It is baith/ſtout-and/truſty z- 
And if I can but get it drawn, 
| 8 bt ancafy; eee we 
ay baith my lu B 
W That he ſhall get a ce. 


Then Nancy turn'd her round about, 4 1 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 0 


Ye wadna miſs to et A cout. 
I ken he diſna abe 
| Sae had your tongue, and fay nas mair, 


Set ſomewhere elſe. your fancy; 
For, as lang's Sandy s to the fore, 1 191 511 
Ve never "I MACE: 1 loft 24 K 
; = ey” oon A 


* on 


Tune, r bak. 


A 92 FIS I havs gen brow ner n. 
ju : Angſeren-beter te-mak.; | n 74 
| 1 ed 9 bi W 

y woo'r has turn dil i bock. „ N b. 
4 I have ſeven mi- 
N. r Io he £ 11 

nd yet for a' my id * I 
The ladie — 1 — 


My dady's a delver of dykes, Wat 5 
My mither can card and ſpin, * 

And I am a fine fodgel laſs, Lat rd 

And the ſiller,comes lipkip in: 

The filler comes linkin inn, We” 
And it is fou fair to ſee, „Me 6H 

And fifty times wow ! _ | 
What ails the lads, at me ?. WHO £ 
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Whenever our Baty does, bark, p 
Then fait to the door I rin, | 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 
Will light and venture in: 
But never a ane comes in, 
Tho' mony a ane 1 4 2 
Syne far ben the houſe I rin. 


And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt p y'rs, 
I pray'd but anes i' the ear, 
I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad wi” muckle gear. 
I was at my nieſt ray I's, - 
ray'd but now and A 
I ade na my head bor 6 gear, "3 
If I gat a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, : 
I pray baith night and day, = 

And O if a beggar wad come, ; 
With thar ſame beggar I'd gae 

And O, and what'll come o. . 
And ©, and what'll I do! 

That fic a braw laffie as 11! 
Shou'd die for a wooer, I trow l 


1 
* 
"—_ 


Tune, Dainty Davy. 


W Hite fops, i in ſaft Italian verſe, , 
Ilk fair ane's een and breaſt rehearſe, 

While ſangs abound and ſenſe is * 

Theſe lines I have indited:- 

But neither darts nor arrows here, 

Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear; 

And yet with theſe. fine ſounds I ſwear 


The — a ek A 


0 _ Y 


7 bir ay tells n eee 
Lucky Nancy, ; a 24 2 N Aal 1 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, ” £2 7 
But ye wad neuer tow me. 


Nor ſnaw with crimſan will I mix, "Sy 
To ſpread upon my laffie's cheeks, _ 

And ſyne th' unme name prefix, n 
Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis. 6 
T'lt fetch nae ſimile ae ren ena 

My hei ht of ecſtaſy to prove, 
Nor 1 ing—t t oy” woe - 
roles eek lilies. | 
" was ay telling you, &C. 


But ſtay—[ had amaiſt forgot — HOY 
My miſtreſs, L ms 
And that's an unco' fault J wot ; „ HORN 
But, Nanſy, tis nae matter. 
Ye fee I dink my e ie, d. vat 
And, ken ye, that atones the crime; 
Forby, how ſweet my numbers —_ 

And ſlide away Hke water. 


Now ken, my rev rend ſonſy fair, 7 4 1 85 AG: 

Thy runkl'd cheeks and lyart hair, 

Thy half-ſhut een and hodling airy as 
Are a* my paſſion's fuel. EE IRIS 

Nae f&yring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 

Or love, or grace, or heav'n in the: 

Yet thou haſt charms'enew for mee 

Then ſmile, and be na erpel. = . 


' Leex me du thy fn 
Lucky Nancy, 17 erp: 


Dro ene ub F rr 
Aud, Nau, ſac will je now. ; 
- Troth I have ſung the ſang to u-. 
Which ne'er —2 bard SA do; 
Hear then my charitable vow, 


Dear venerable Nancy. 


* 
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But if the, and an fegen wrens, 
And ſay ye only live in ſang. 
Ken I —_ a ſland' ring tongue, 


And ſing to pleaſe my fancy. 
— on * &c. 


21 4 1 8 2 a 9 
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OR The Idle 1 


o all thy virgin ſweets are me, 
And all ho ſhining — Goo 

My-fair Melinda, come recline 

Upon my breaſt, while I 8 thee, 
ay 1 der, eu Sevs : a 

raptures on om: 

Thane lf plan - within ty hear, 

A love hab ſhall for ever bloſſom, 


He. 


She. No more I blaſh, now that I'm thine, 
| To own my love in tranſport tender; 
Since that fo brave a man 1s mine, 
To my Brigantius I ſurrender. 
By ſacred tyes I'm now to move, 
As thy exalted thoughts direct me; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy love, 
Thy manly fhaltprotect me. 
O the happy, 5 


He, Soft fall thy mo ne WR 
New life on blowing flow'rs beſtowing; 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To Heav'n, with ſpirit grateful glowing. 
M honour, Ake wealth, and wit, 
Thou dear delight, "Ta 


my chiefeſt treaſure, 


1 288 ) 


Shall be employ d as thou think'ſt fit; 
min MagertG 


Ste. With my Brigantius I could live 


Ho 3 caly 


Whap pleaſes thee, the rural grove, 


In lonely cote, beſide a mountain, 2 
wants relieve 


Or congreſs of the fair and wi witty, 


7 Shall give me pleaſure with thy love, | 


She. 


In plains retir'd or ſocial city. 


How ſweetly canſt thou charm my foul, | 
2 my deſires 
beauties all m y ures controul, 
y virtue all that 1 cuadry inſpires | 
W ev'ry inſtrument o 
Which lt the mind divinely raiſes; - 
Till every height and dale rebounds, 


Both loud and ſweet, my.darling's praiſes. 


Thy love gives me the brighteſt ſhine, 
My ha neſs i 1s now completed, 

Since all that's gen Tous, great, and fine, 
In my Brigantius is uni 

For. which I'll ſtudy thy delight, 
With kindly tale the time b 

And round the of day-and ni i, 
Fix throughout life a conſtant ſmiling. 

CHOR. O the happy, wo. . 


- 


fare, and quaff the fountain, 


Try: woo, _ woo, 


S294 1 7 4 


54 


graf ll, card it well H 
it w 13 205 
When tis carded, row and Gun; | 


* Then the work is haflens OS. 


11 


Cf 
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hut when woven, dreft; and elean, 
It may be cleading for a queen. 


Sing, my bonny harmleſs ſheep, _ 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep,” 
Bleating ſweetly as ye go | 
Through the winter's froſt and ſnow. 
Hart and hind, and fallow deer, | 
Not be haff To uſeful are; 
Frae fla to him that hads MES, 
Are-all d to tarry was. 
Up, ye ſhepherds, dance and rip, 
OM the hills and valleys trip, 

Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the fl that bear too; NE 
Hafmleß creatures, without blame, 
That clead the back, and cram ths wame, 
Keep us warm and 


How happy i is a ſhepherd? 11e 1 
Far frae courts, bed . en 
While the gimmers bleat an N 
And the lambkins anſwer. © EY 1 * 91 
No Tuch muſic to FP "7-08 

Of thief or fox he has no 10 Nr * 
Sturdy kent, and eolly true, 
Well defend the tarry woo. 


He lives content, and envies none 
wm even a 3 120 ens. 
o' he the royal ſceptre 4 1 
— Abe ag 2 n | | 
0 a can Duy = ok 
When a ſhe 4. g nary of 0 
Lives ſae — and pays his due, N 
With honeſt heart and tarry wi. 


barten fou; UL of >" 11d 8 2 
* e 0 * 
Lees me on the tamy h- 
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＋ HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 

And mony braw things the widow can do ; 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. - 

With courage attack her baith early and late, 

To kiſs her and Yap her ye manna' be blate ; 

Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. , 


The widow ſhe's youthful, and never ac hair 

The war of the wearing, and has'a kair 

Of ilka thing lovely; ſhe's witty. and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my taddie. 

What could you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 

Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt of the town, 

With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, my laddie ? 

Then till er, and kill er with courteſy dead, 

Tho” ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 

Be heartſome and airy, , and. hope to ſucceed 


With a bonny. gay widow, my laddie. © 
Strike iron while Fer 7 e'd ike it to wald; 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thotileſs and cauld, 

Unit for the widow,” my laddie. RIS. 5. 


: 15 14 
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Tune, Na-? 
HI woes me, poor Willy ery d. 
See how I'm waſted to a ſpann 
My heart I loſt, when firſt I fpy'd 
The charming, lovely milk-maid Nan. 
I'm pon ſo weak, 'a gentle breene 
Of duſty 7 Ts fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beac | 


_ 
And all for thee, my ſmirky Nan. 


* 
a © - 
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The ale-wife miſſes me of late, 
I us'd to take a hearty can; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 

Unleſs 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 
The baker makes the beſt of bread, 

The flour he takes, and leaves the bran ; 
The bran is oY other maid, 

Compar'd with thee, my ſmirky Nan, 


But Dick of th' green, that ugly lown, 
Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs, I knock'd him down, 
Which hugely pleas'd my ſmirky Nan, 
But, hark ! the roaring ſoger comes, 
And rattles. Tantara Taran, 
She leaves her cows for noiſy drums; 
Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Nan. 


—— 


Tune, Abbot of Canterbury. 
HO has e'er been at Paris muſt needs know the 
The fatal retreat of th unfortunate brave, (Greve, 
Where honour and juſtice moſt oddly contribute 
To eaſe heroes pains by a halter or gibbet. 
Derry down, daun, hey derry down,” 


Theredeath breaks the ſhackles which force had puton, 
And the hangmancompletes whatthe Judge but begun; 
t 


There the *{quire of the pad, and the knight of the poſt, 


Find their pains no more baulk'd, and their hopes no 
3 (more croſt. 


Great claims are there made, and great _ are 
| (known, 
And the king, and the law, and the thief has his own, 
But my hearers cry out, What a duce doſt thou ail ? 
Put off thy reflections, and give us the tale, 


Twas there then, in civil reſpe& to harſh laws, 
And for want of falſe witneſs to back a bad cauſe, 


— 


( 192) 
A Norman, tho' late, was oblig d to appear 
And who to aſſiſt but: a grave Cordelier ? b 
The 'ſquire, whoſe good d grace was to * the ſcene, 
Seem'd notin great haſte . ho the ſhow ſhou'd begin; 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart, 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 


What friphtens you thus, my good ſon, ſays the prieft ? 

You murder'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt. 

O father! my ſorrow will ſcarce fave my bacon, 
For *twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. 


Pough! prytheene'ertroublethy head with ſuch fancies, 
Rely on the aid ye ſhall have from St Francis; 

If the money you promis'd be brought to the cheſt, 
You have only to die, let the 2 the reſt. 


And what will folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade. 
Courage, friend; to-day-is your period of ſorrow, 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 


To-morrow ! our hero reply'd in a fright, 

Hethat's hang'd beforenoon ought to think of to-night. 
Tell your beads, quoth the prieſt, and be fairly truſs'd 
For you ſurely to-night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup. up, 


Alas J quoth the ſquire, howe'er fumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu, I ſhall have little ſtomach to eat: 
I ſhouꝰ d therefore eſteem it great favour and grace, 
Wou' d you be ſo kind as to go in my place. 
That Iwouꝰ d, quoth the father, and thank you to boot, 
But our actions, ydu know /, with our duty muſt ſuit: 
he feaſt I propos'd to you I cannot taſte, 
or this night by our order is mark d. for.a faſt. 
Then, turning about to the hangman he ſaid, 
Diſpatch me, Fprythee, this troablefome blade: 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie, 
And we live hy che gold for which other men die. Px ox. 


Watt 


E 


W Aft me, ſome ſoft and cooling breeze, 

To Windſor's ſhady, kind retreat, 

Where ſylvan ſcenes, wide-ſpreading trees, 
Repel the raging dog-ſtar's heat. 


Where tufted graſs, and moſſy beds, 
Afford a rural calm ſe; 

Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 
And fragrant ſweets around diſcloſe, 


Old oozy Thames, that flows-faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling valley plays; 

His glalh ſurface chears the eye, 
And thro' the flow ry meadows ſtrays. 


His fertile banks, with green, 
His vales with ſmiling plenty ſwell ; 
Where-e'er his purer ſtream is ſeen, 


The gods of health and pleaſure dwell. 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave, 
With naked arm, once more divide ; 

In thee m} glowing boſom lave, 
And ſtem thy gently- rolling tide. - 


Lay me, with damaſk roſes .orown'd, 
Beneath ſome oſier's duſky ſhade, 
Where water-lilies paint the ground, 
And bubbling ſprings refreth the glade. 
Let chaſte Clarinda too-be there, 
With azure mantle lightly dreſt ; 
Ye nymphs, bind up her filken hair; 
Ye zephyrs, fan her panting breaſt, 
O haſte away, fair maid, and bring 
The muſe, the kindly friend to love ; 
To thee alone the muſe ſhall ſing, 


And warble thro” the vocal grove. 
Dr Croxart. 
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Tune, Children in the wood... 
ME r paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong,- 
I fit all ſober ſad ; 


Drunk as a piper all day long, 
Or, like a March hare, mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her ; 
For, though as drunk as David Sow, 
I love her ſtill the better. 


* * . Fe I'd be, 


Cool as a e eg — * ſee 
The reſt of womankind. 


Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ftare, 

And eye her o'er and o'er; 
Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 
+ Sleek as a mouſe before. 


Plump as a partridge I was 8 
And ſoſt as ſilk my Gi 
my yore as fat as N grown, 


t as a groat now 


I, melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep; 
But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 

Sound as a top can ſleep. 


Hard is her youre as flint or ſtone, 

She laugh to ſee me pale; 

Pies prime. 1h r rown, 
404 blk an ef d | ale. 

The of love, at her . 
Is buſy as a bee; 

1 ſound as any bell or roach, 
N like me. 


( 195 ) 


Ah me! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men croud-about her; 

But ſoon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Strait as my leg her ſhape appears ; 
O] were we join'd toge er, 

My heart would ſoon be free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as five pence is her mien, 
No drum was ever tighter ; 

Her glance is as a razor keen, 
And not the ſun is brighter. 


As ſoft as Pap her kiſſes are, 
Methinks 1 feel them yet ; 

Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes are black as jet. 


As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites ; 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 
Her wit like pepper bites. 


Briſk as a body-looſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt, 

Sweet as a roſe her face and lips, 
Round as a globe her breaſt. 


Full as an egg was I with glee, 
And happy as a king; 

Good lack ! how all men envy'd me! 
She lov'd like any thing. 


But, falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do, 
_ ſeeming as the turtle kind, 


as the goſpel true. 


If I and Molly could a 
Le wie wil cs om; 


R 2 Great 


* * 


f 
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Great as an emp'ror I ſhould. be, 
And richer than a Jew. 


Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poſt; 


Let us like burs together ſtick, 
As warm as any toaſt, 


You'll know me truer than a dye, 
And wiſh me better fpeed, 
Flat as a flounder when I lie, 
And as a herring dead. 


Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, : 
And fo, perhaps, and wiſh, 

When I'm as rotten as a pear, 
And mute as any fh. 


— — mmi * — det 


& GEE, from the filent grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks. with ev ry pleafing art, 
To eaſe the pain whick lovely eyes 
Created in his heart. 
To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving airs, 2 5 
While thus to muſic's pow'r the ſwain : d his 


Charming ſounds, that fweeti 
Muſic, Oh, compoſe my anguith 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee: 
Phcebus, quickly then relieve me; 
Cupid ſhall no more deccive me, 
I'll to ſprightlier joys be free. 


Apollo heard the fooliſh fwain ; | 
=He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, - 
How weak t' aſſwage an am rous pain, 
His own harmonious art had prov d, 
And all his healing herbs how vain. 
Ihen thus he ſtrikes the fpeaking Krings, 
Preluding to his voice, and fings. 


8 ounds, 
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Sounds, tho! charming, can't relieve thee z 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee ; 
Muſic is the voice of love. 


If the tender maid believe thee, ; * 
Soft relenting, 
Kind conſenting, 5 
Will alone thy pain remove. J. Hvcnss, 


C follow, follow me, 

Ye fairy elves that be, 
Light tripping o'er the green, 
Come follow Mab your queen. 
Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
For this place is fairy ground. 
When mortals are at reſt, 
And ſnoring in their neſt, 
Unheard and uneſpy'd, 
Through key-holes we do glide ; 
Over tables, ſtools, and ſhelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 


And if the houſe be foul, 

With platter, diſh, or bowl, 

Up ſtairs we nimbly creep, 

And find the ſluts aſleep ; 

Then we pinch their arms and thighs, 
None us hears, and none us ſpies. 


But if the houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the houſhold-maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid ; 

Every night, before we 80. | 
We drop a teſter in her ſhoe. 


Then o'er a muſhrom's head | 
Our table-cloath -we ſpread : 
. 0-1-1: & Wa 
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A grain of rye or wheat, 


'The diet thay we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink, 


In acorn-cups fill'd to the brink. 


The brains of nightingales, 
With unRuous fat of ſnails, 
Between two cockles ftew'd, 
Is meat that's eas ly chew'd ; 
And brains of worms, and marrow of mice, 
Do make a feaſt that's wond'rous nice. 


The graſhopper, and fly, 
Serve for our minſtrelſy ; 
Grace ſaid, we dance a while, 
And ſo the time beguile: 


But if the moon doth hide her head, 
The glow- worm lights us home to bed. 


O'er tops of d ſs, 

So nimbly we dv paſs 

The young and tender ftalk 

Ne'er bends where we do walk; 

Yet in the morning may be ſeen, « 
Where we the night before have been. 


—_ —_ — 


n 


OW much, en 10us Moore, are we- 
H Deceiv'd by ewe and forms ? 
Whate'er we think, whateer we ſee, 

\ All human kind are worms. 


Man is a very worm by birth, 
Vile reptile, weak, and vam! 


A while he crawls upon the earth, * 


Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


That woman is a worm we find, 
Eier ſince our d- dameꝰs evil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
- 'That ancient worm the devil. 
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The learn'd themfelves we book-worms name, 
The blockhead is a flow-worm; 

The nymph, whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a glow-worm. 


The fops are painted butter-flies, 
That flutter for a day ; 

Firſt from a worm they take their riſe, 
Then in a worm decay. 

The flatterer an ear-wig grows : 
Some worms ſuit alle conditions; 

Miſers are muck- worms, ſille · worms beaus, 
And death-watches phyſicians. 


That ſtateſmen have the worm, is ſeen, 


By all theis winding play ; 
Their conſcience is a worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 


Ah! Moore, thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, - 

If thou couldſt make the cCourties void. 
The worm that never dies. 


Ah ! learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who ſett' our intrails free, 
Vain is thy art, thy powders vain, 
Since worms ſhall eat ev'n thee. 
Our fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more : 
Ev'n Butten's wits to worms ſhall turn, | 
Who maggots were before. A. Porz. 


" 
eo — „ß ͤ r th mo — abate. 


Ays my uncle, I pray now diſcover 
What has been the cauſe of your woes,, 
That you pine and you whine like a lover ? 
I've ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe. 
© 


N 
| 
| 
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O nephew, your grief is but folly, 
In town you may find better Prog : 
Half a crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better Mogg. 


The ſchool-boy's delight is a play-day, 
The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flogg, 
A fop's the delight of a lady; 
But mine 1s in ſweet Molly Mogg. 


Will-o'-wiſp leads the trav'ler a-gaddin 
©  Thro' ditch, and thro* quagmire and bog; 
But no light can e'er ſet me a-madding, * 
Like the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For guineas in other mens breeches 
Your gameſters will paum and will cog ; 
But I envy them none of their riches, 
So I paum my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


The heart that's half-wounded is ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a frog ; 
But my heart can never be changing, 
_ *Tis ſo fix'd on my ſweet Molly Moge. 


I know that by wits tis recited, — 
That women, at beſt, are a clogg ;. 
But I'm not fo eafily frighted 17 9 
From loving my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


A letter when Tam inditing, 
Comes Cupid, and gives me a jog, 
And I fill all my paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mogg. 


I feel I'm in love to diſtraction, 
My ſenſes are loſt in a fog, . 
And in nothing can find ſatisfaction, 
But in thoughts of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


If I would not give up the three Graces, 
Il I wiſh I were hang d like a dog. voy 
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And at court all the drawing-room faces, 
For a glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg, 


For theſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as eut out of a log; 
Juno, Venus, and Pallas's merit, 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another ecl ; 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


When Molly comes up with the liquor, 
Then jealouſy fets me a- gog; 

To be ſare ſhe's a bit for the vicar, 
And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly Mogg. 


Oung I am, and yet unfkild 
* How to make a lover yield; 
How to keep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am and true ; 
Ere I can my foul diſguiſe, 

Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 


Stay not till I learn the way, 
How to lie, and ta betray : 
He that has me fark is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt. 
Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love, and fall of truth, 


Briſk, and of a jaunty mien, 3 
I ſhou'd long to be fifteen, J. Davven. 


. | ix 


; 
| 
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N vain you tell your parting lover, 

I You with fair winds di; over 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove, 

That bear me far from what I love ? 

Alas ! what dangers on the main, 

Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, | 
From {lighted vows, and cold diſdain ? 


Be gentle, and in pity chuſe 
Ta wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe, 
That, thrown again upon the coaſt, 
Where firſt my ſhip-wreck'd heart was loſt, 
I may once more repeat my pain, 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of lighted vows, and cold diſdain. M. Paiox. 
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Tune, Gently touch the wwarbling Hre. 


O0 Venus ! beauty of the ſkies, 
To whom a thouſand temples riſe ; 
Gayly falſe in gentle ſmiles, 
Full of ove POP wiles ; 
O goddeſs ! from my heart remove | 
The waſting cares and pains of love. 
If ever thou haſt kindly heard 
A ſong in ſoft diſtreſs preferr'd, 
Propitious to my tuneful vow, 
O gentle gaddeſs ! hear me now. 
Deſcend, thou bright immortal 
In all thy radiant charms confi 


Thou once didſt leave almighty Jove, 

And all the golden roofs above: 
The car thy wanton aws drew, _=—_ 

Hov'ring in air they lightly flew ;- 
As to my bow'r they wing d their way, 
I ſaw their quiv'ring pinions play. 


— 
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The birds diſmiſt, while you remain, 
Bore back their empty car again. 
Then you, with looks divinely mild, 
In eviy heav'nly feature ſmil'd, 

And ab what new complaints I made, 
And why I call'd you to my aid ? 


What frenzy in my boſom rag'd ? 
And by what cure to be aſlwag'd ?_ 
What gentle youth I wou'd allure ? 
Whom in my artful toils ſecure ? 
Who does thy tender heart ſubdue, 
Tell me, my Sappho, tell me who? 


Though now he ſhuns thy longing arms, 
He ſoon ſhall court thy ſighted charms ; 
Tho' now thy off rings he deſpiſe, 

He ſoon to thee ſhall ſacrifice ; 

Tho' now he freeze, he ſoon ſhall burn, 
And be thy victim in his turn. 


Celeſtial viſitant.! once more 

Thy needful prefence I implore ; 
In pity come, and eaſe my prief, 
Bring my diſtemper'd foul relief: 
Favour thy ſuppliant's hidden fires, 
And give me all my heart deſires. 


Tune, Broom of Comdenknows. 


Hus Kitty, beautiful and y 
And wild as colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd ; 1 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 


And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


; 
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Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd, 
With Abigails Leſaken | ? 
Kitty's for other ces d, 


Or I am much miſtaken 


Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than 17 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 


Deareſt marama, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, fortune * ; 
I'll have my I as well as ſhe, 

Or know the reaſon why. 


I'll ſoon with Jenny's pride uit foore, 
Make all r a Al N 

They'll grieve I was not loos d before ; ; 
She, I was loos'd at all. 


Fondneſs prevaild, mamma gave =_ ; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 


And ſet the world on fire. M. Px108, 


Poo pln lain, dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes 


N declare; 

But, ral vr e, let it ſuffice, 
You reign triumphant there. 

Forbear your utmoſt pow r to try, 


Nor farther urge {way : 
Preſs not for what oy oo uſt deny, 


For fear Tthould whey: 
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But, eould your arts ſucceſsful prove 
Wou'd you a maid undo, 
Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And hat her love tor you ? 


Say, wou'd you uſe that very pow'r, - 
You from her fondneſs claun, 

To ruin, in one fatal hour, 
A life of ſpotleſs fame ? 


Ah! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps you may; 

But rather try your utmoſt {kill . 
To ſave me, than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard; 
Defend, and. not purſue ; 

Since 'tis a taſk for me too hard, 
To combat love and you. 


A 


Hite as her hand, fair Julia threw 
A ball of filver ſnow ; 
The frozen globe fir'd as it flew, 
My boſomaelt it glow. 


Strange pow'r of love ! whoſe great command 
Can thus a mow-ball arm; | 
When ſent, fair Julia, from thy hand, 
Ev'n ice atſelt can warm. 
How ſhou'd we then ſecure our hearts ? 
Love's pow'r we all mult feel ; 
Who thus can, by ſtrange magic arts, 
In ice his flame conceal. * 


Tis thou alone, fair Julia, know, 
Can quench my fierce deſire; 

But not with water, ice, nor ſnow, 
But with an equal fire. 


8 ö 
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Wat though I am a country. laſs, 
A lofty mind I bear-a, | 


And think wyſelf as good as thoſe 
Who gay apparel wear- a. 


What though my cloaths be home-ſpun var. 
My ſkin it is as ſoft-a, 

As thoſe that, in their Cy _ veils, 
Carry their heads al | 


What though I keep my 3 s ſheep, 
It is what muſt be done-a: 
A garland of the ſweeteſt flow'rs 
hall ſhade me from the ſun-a. 


And when I ſee they feeding be 
Where graſs and flow'rs do ſpring-a, 
Beſide a purling cryſtal ftream 
T' ſet me down and fing-a. 


| My country-curds, and wooden ſpoon 
Methinks are very fine-a, ay 
When, on a ſhady bank at noon, 
I fet me down and dine-a. 


My leathern bottle, ſtuff'd with lage, 
Is drink that's very thin-a ; | 

No wind did e'er my brain enrage, 
Or tempt me for to fin-a. 


What tho' my portion won't allow 
Of bags my ining gold-a ; 
A farmer's daughter now-a-days 


Like ſwine is bought and ſold-a. 


My body's fair, I'll keep it ſound, 
And an honeſt mind within-a ; 

And for an hundred thouſand pound 
I value 't not a pin-a. | 


No jewels wear I in my ears, 


Nor pearls about my neck-a ; 


No 


( 207 -) 
No coſtly rings do I e'er uſe, 
My firigers for to deck-a. 


But for the man, whoe'er he be; 
Whom I ſhall chance to wed-a, 

I'll keep a jewel worth them all, 
I mean my maidenhead-a. 


— 


Ind Ariadne, drown'd in tears, 
Upbraids the faithleſs Grecian chief, 
Till Bacchus, jolly god, appears, 
And heals her woe, and lulls her grief. 


The moral of this tale implies. 
When woman yields her virgin- ſtore, 
Away the ſated lover flies, 


New mines of pleaſure to explore. 


A while ſhe tries each female ſnare, 
The loud reproach, the ſullen grief; 

But, tir'd at length with fruitleſs care, 
Flies to the bottle for relief. 


_ Y 


Y love was fickle once and changing, 
Nor e'er would ſettle in my heart ; 
From beauty ſtill to beauty ranging, 
In ev'ry face I found a dart. 


"Twas firſt a charming ſhape inſlav'd me, 
An eye then gave the fatal firoke ; 
Till by her wit Corinna ſav'd me, 
And all my former fetters broke. 


But now a long and laſting anguiſh 
* Belvidera I endure ; 
urly I ſigh, and hourly languiſh, 
Nor hope to find the Bhs + 2 


8 2 


Tm the chief of phyſicians, and none of the college 
* Muſt be mention'd with me for experience and know- 


0 208) 


For here the falſe inconſtant lover, 
After a thouſand beauties ſhown, 
Does new ſurpriſing charms diſcover, 
And finds variety in ane. I. Appts0s, 


— 


Akelle once ſinding fair Daphne alone, 
Diſcover'd his flame in a paſſionate tone: 

He told her, and bound it with many a curſe, 

He was ready to take her ſor better for worſe; 

Then talk'd of the ſmart, and the hole in his heart, 

So large one might drive through the paſſage a cart. 

But the filly coy maid, to the god's great amazement, 

Sprung away from his arms, and leap'd thro" the cafe- 

I | (ment. 
He following cry'd out, My life, and my dear, 


Return to your lover, and lay by your fear. 
You think me, perhaps, fome ſcoundrel, or whoreſon: 


Alas! I've no wicked defign on your perſon 


I'm a god by my trade, young, plump; and well made; 
'Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. | 
But ftill ſhe kept running, and flew like the wind, 
While the poor purfy god came panting behind. 


(ledge; 
Each herb, flow'r, and plant, by its name I can call, 
And do more than the beſt ſeventh fon of them all: 
With my powder and pills, I cure all the ills 
'That ſweep off ſuch numbers each week in the bills. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the wind, 
While the poor purfy god came panting behind. 


Beſides, I'm a poet, child, into the bargain, 

And top all the-writers'of fam'd Covent-Garden ; 

I'm the prop of the ſtage, and the pattern of wit; 

I ſet my own ſonnets, and fing to my kit: 1 
” | | 1 2 | m 
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I'm at Will's all the day, and each night at the play, 
And verſes I make faſt as hops, as they ſay. 

When ſhe heard him talk thus, ſheredoubled her ſpeed,.. 
And flew like a whore from a conſtable freed. 


Now, had our wiſe lover, (but lovers are blind), 

In the language of Lombard-ftreet, told her his mind; 
Look, lady, what here is, tis plenty of money, 
Oddſbubs I muſt — thee, my joy, and my honey ; 

I ſit next the chair, and ſhall ſhortly be May'r ; | 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can compare ; 
Tho? as wrinkl'd as Prim, as deform'd as the devil, 


The god had ſucceeded, the nymph had been civil. 
T. Brown. 


Here the light cannot pierce ina grove of tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, | 
Undiſturb'd by all ſounds but the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me —. the hot noon of the day. 


When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward inclines, 
For the meadows, the groves we'll forſake, 

And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. | 


Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs,, 
For 'tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme, 

Our two ſhadows may view in the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſhes do play in the ſtream, 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the lambkins to bleat, 
While ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ftrain ; 

All be filent and huſti'd; unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 
Let the moon's ilver beams thro'theleaves give us light, 
To direct us, and chequer our way. 


8 3 Let. 
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Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
Fe thus gently and 2 be | 
let not a thought be expreſs d in our talk, 
But of friendſhip improv'd into love. 
Thus inchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 
Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new . 


From MIL T ox's L' Allegro. 
ET me wander not unſeen 
.+- By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
While the plowman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land ; 
And the milk-maid fingeth blythe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe, 
nd eyery ſhepherd tells his tale, 
ndet the hawthorn in the dale. 


YES. Daphne, in your face I find 
Thofe charms by which my heart's betray d: 
Then let not your diſdain unbind 
The pris'ner that your eyes have made. 
She that in love makes leaſt defence 
-*. Wounds ever with the ſureſt dart; 


2 75 Beauty may captivate the ſenſe, 


But kindnefs only gains the heart. 


| Tis kindneſs, Daphne, muſt maintain 


Ihe empire that you once have won: 
When beauty does Iike tyrants reign, 
The ſubjects from their duty run. 
Then force me not to be untrue; 
L.eſt I, compell'd by generous ſhame, 
_ Caſt off my loyalty to you, 
To gain a glorious rebel's name. 
18 
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I there a charm, ye pow'rs above, 
To eaſe a wounded breaſt, 
Through reaſon's glaſs to look at love, 
To wiſh, and yet to reſt ? 
Let wiſdom boaſt, tis all in vain, 
An empire o'er the mind ; 
'Tis beauty, beauty holds the chain, 
And triumphs o'er mankind. 


Thrice happy birds on ev'ry ſpray, 
Unartful notes prolong ; 

Your feather'd mates reward the lay, 
And yield to pow'rful ſong. 

By nature fierce, without controul, 
The human ſavage ran, 

Till love refin'd his ſtubborn ſoul, 
And civiliz'd the man. 


Verſe turns afide the nt's , 
And cheers the 3 . 
It wins a ſmile from hoary age, 
And diſappoints the grave. 
The force 2 muſt ſucceed, 
And ſoothe each gentle ear; 
Though my fond cauſe ſnould Phebus plead, 
He'd find a Daphne here. | | 


Did heav'n ſuch wond'rous gi uce, 
To curſe our wretched LI 2 
Say, muſt we all the heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the face? 
Thus in the ſun, bedropt with gold, 
The baſking adder lies; 
The ſwain admires each ſhining fold, 
Then graſps the ſnake, and dies. 


1— — 


. 
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Pring renewing all things gay, 
8 Nature's dictates all obe ; 


. 
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In each creature we may ſee - 
The effect of love's decree, 


Such their ſtate, thus their fate ; © 
Do not, Polly, do not wait. | 


Look around, and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may : 
Why ſhould precious time be loſt ? 
After ſummer comes a froſt. . 
All purſue nature's due ; 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Flowers all around us blowing. 
Herds o'er ev'ry meadow lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us cooing ; 

Hark they coo, ſee they woo ; 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark how kind that ſwain and laſs, 
Yonder ſitting on the graſs ; ' 

See how earneſtly he wooes, 
While ſhe, bluſhing, can't refuſe : 
See theſe two, how they woo ; 

Let us, Polly, do fo too. 


Mark yon cloud above the plain, 
See it ſeems to threaten rain ; 
'Herds and flocks do run together, 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather. 
Fear not you, I'll be true; 
Let us therefore do ſo too. 


S West were once the joys J taſted, 4 
All was jollity and love; h 
Time methought too nimbly haſted, 

Which on pleaſure's wings did move. 
Chloe then was all my treaſure, 
Never was a richer ſwain; 


Chloe 
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Chloe doubl'd ev'ry pleaſure, 
Chloe baniſh'd ev'ry pain. 
But the envious gods repini 
So much bliſs on earth to ſee, 
All their bitt'reſt curſes joining, 
Daſh'd my cup with jealouiy. 
Now, where erſt my pipe reſounded, 
Steals the ſigh, and heart-felt groan, 


Love by doubts and fears ſurrounded ; 
Il] diſpute a tott'ring throne, - 


Fool, that ever art purſuing 
What conceal'd is always beſt : 
Jealouſy, love's child and ruin, 
Leave, 2 f 2 my — d breaſt. 
With the ſlave thy pow'r confeſſing, 
Thou, O Venus ! mildly deal: 
They who ſhun, or flight thy 
Should alone thy torments * 


— ww w_ —— —— „ 
by 


9 Was in the bloom of May, 
* When odours breathe around, % 
en nymphs are blythe and gay 
And all with mirth abound wy 
at happily I ſtray'd, - 
Ta view my fleecy care, 
Where I beheld a maid, 
No mortal e'er fo fair. 


She wore upon her head . 

A bonnet made of ftraw, 
Which ſuch a face did ſhade 
As Phebus never ſaw: 

Her locks, of nut- brown hue, 
wal We. coif conceal'd, 
ich to my pleaſing view | 

A ſporting breeze reveal'd, 
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Around her ſlender waſte 
A ſcrip embroider'd hun 

The lute her fingers grac'd, 
Accomp'ny'd with a ſong ; 

With ſuch a pleafing note 

Cuzzoni doth excel, 

Or Philomcla's throat, 
That warbles through the vale: 


Not long I ſtood to view; 

Struck with her heav'nly air, 
IT to the charmer flew, 

And caught the yielding fair. 
Hear this, ye ſcornful belles, 

And milder ways purſue; 
She that in charms excels, 
Excels in kindneſs too. 


— 
WW ——— 


; Tune, A/ha-houſe. 


On ow could I venture to love one like thee, 
And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 

On lords thy admirers could look with diſdain, 
And knew I was nothing, yet pity'd my pain? 
You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with nonſenſe and dreſs, 
When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs ; 
You ſaw through that filence which others deſpiſe, 
And, while beaus were a- talking, read love in my eyes. 


O! how ſhall I fold thee, and kiſs all thy charms, 
Till, fainting with pleaſure, I die in your arms; 
Through all the wild tranſports of ecſtaſy toſt, 
Till, ing together, together we re loſt! 

Oh ! where is the maid that, like thee, ne er can cloy, 
Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 
And when the ſhort-raptures are all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend ? 


In 


: 
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In vain do I praiſe thee, or ftrive to reveal, 

Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. N 

In all that you do, in each look and each mien, 
The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 

When J ſee you, I love you; when hearing, adore ; 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 

And kiſſing your lips, you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 

I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look away care: 

I'll aſ thy advice when with troubles oppreſt, 

Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 

In all that I write I'll thy judgment require ; 

Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love aid inſpire : 

I'll kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 

And then live in friendſhip, when paſſion's no more. 
A. W—x. 


Tune, Banks of Forth. | 


A Wake, my love, with genial ray 

The ſun returning glads the day ; 
Awake; the balmy Zephyr blows, - 4 
The hawthorn blooms, the daifie glows, 
The trees regain their verdant ride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride, 
To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 


And Forth in dimples glides along. 


O more than blooming daiſies fair ! 

More fragrant than the vernal air ! 

More gentle than the turtle-dove, 

Or ſtreams that murmur through the grove ! 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, 

Theſe pleaſures wait on waſting ſpring; 
Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy; 

Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will cloy. 
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Ake, O! take thoſe lips away, 
That fo fweetly were foreſworn; 
And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn. 
But my kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of love, though ſeal'd in vain, 


Hide, O! hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears, 
On whoſe top the pinks that grow 
Are of ' thoſe that April wears: 
But my poor heart firſt ſet free, | 5 
Bound in icy chains by the. SHAXESPEAR, 


1 
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Oe _ in A5 — 5 night, 
t gloming, when the W une, 
| I met . 2 2 
| Come" wadin barefoot, a lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I __ 
y arms about her lily-neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapp'd her there fou Va ; 
My words'they were na mony feek. 


I ſaid, My lafhe, will ye go | 
To th highland hills the Earſe to learn ? 

I'll gi'e thee baith a cow and ew, 
When'ye come to the brig of Earn. 

At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herring at the Broom-0'-law ; 

| Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 

There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


And when that we have wrought enough, 
When winter's froſt and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 


1. 
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Til ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring, 8 
And thus the weary night we'll end, | 
Till the tender kid and lambkins bring 


Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer-ſhield ; 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu' din, 
That mak the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


—_—— 


— 4 


THE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing ; | 
And while they warble from each ipray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 

Among the birks of Innermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; 

At this thy lively bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, | 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 
And when they p, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Innermay. 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites ſing, 
The rocks around with echoes ring, 
The mavis and the blackbird vye 
In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer-ſuits, 
To mirth all nature now invites: 

ahi Let 


1 
| 
| 
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Let us beblytheſome then and gay, 

Among the birks of Innermay. | 

Behold the hills and vales around 

With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 

And all the reptile kind rejoice ; | 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play - 

About the birks of Innermay. 


Hark how the waters, as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance : 
Let us as jovial be as they | 


Among the birks of Innermay. 


W „Q—)—ñ— — 


Come hither, my country ſquire, 


Take friendly inſtructions from me, 
The Lords ſnall admire thy taſte in attire, 
And the Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 
Such flaunting, gallanting, and jaunting, 
Such l 1 . ſee, Gn 
Thou ne'er, like a clown, ſhalt quit London town, 
To live in thine own country, | 


A ſkimming-diſh hat provide, 


With little more brim than lace; _ 
Nine hairs on a fide, to a pig's tail ty d,. 
Will ſet off thy jolly broad face. 
Such flaunting, &c. 4 
Go get thee'a footman's frock, - 19 5 


— 
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Then frizz like a ſhock, and plaiſter thy block, 
And buckle thy ſhoes at the toes. 4 


I brace of ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, 
In a chaiſe and pair they ſhall take the air, 
And thou on the box ſhalt drive. 


Convert thy acres to caſh, 
And ſaw thy timber down: : 
Who'd keep ſuch traſh, and not cut a flaſh, 
To enjoy the delights of the town ? 


—. Al. 


A Lovely lafs to a friar came, 
To confeſs, in a morning early: 
In what, my dear, are you to blame ? 
Come felt me now ſincerely. 
I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 


With a man that loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. | 
You for that crime to Rome muſt go, 
And diſcipline muſt ſuffer. 
Lack-a-day, Sir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray ſend with me my lover. 


No, no, my dear; you do but dream, 
We'll have no double dealing ; 

But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
I'll pardon your "aſt failing, 

I muſt own, Sir, (but I bluſh for ſhame), 
That your penance is prevailing. 


AH! how ſweet ie is to love ! S465 


And what 'ple pains we prove, 
When firſt we feel a lover's fire ! | 
Tz Pains 


| 
Ah! how gay is young deſire | 


— ͤò . , , ,⏑ — — — 
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Pains of love are ſweeter far, 
Than all other pleaſures are. 


Sighs, which are from lovers blown, 
o but gently heave the heart; 
Ev'n the tears they ſhed alone, 
Cure, like ickling balm, their ſmart, 
Lovers, when they loſe their breath, 
Bleed away an eaſy death. 


Love and time with rev'rence uſe, 
Treat them like a parting friend ; | 
Nor the golden gifts refuſe, 
Which in youth ſincere they lend: 
For each year their price is more, 


And they leſs ſimple than before. 
Love, like ſpring· tides, full and high, © 


Swells in ev'ry youthful vein ; 
Each other tide has leſs ſupply, 

Till they quite ſhrink in again: 
If a flow in age appear. 


"Tis but rain, and nne clear. 1 Doron. 
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(7,996, take your __ the northern 1 
So prettily advis d 


I drank her health, and really was 


Agreeably ſurpris d: 
Her ſhape o neat, her voice ſo ſweet, * off 
Her air and mien ſo free; 8 
The ſyren charm'd me from my meat, 

But, Take your drink, ſaid ſhe. 


Within my breaſt: that glowing flame 
No tongue can e er reveal? 


Though cold and raw the north-wind blow, 


„ 
Her 
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Her ſkin was like the driven ſnow, 
But ſun-ſhine all the reſt. 


Her heart may ſouthern climates melt, 
Though frozen now it ſeems; p 
That joy with pain be equal felt, 
And balanc'd in extremes. 
Then, like our genial wine, ſhe'll charm 
With love my panting breaſt ; 
Me like our ſun her heart ſhall w. 
Be ice to all the reſt. ink 


— — 


7 


Tune, Happy hours. 
Ente love, this hour befriend me, 
To my eyes reſign thy dart; 

Notes of melting muſic lend me, 

To diſſolve a frozen heart. 
Chill as mountain ſnow her boſom, 

Though I tender language uſe ; . 
"Tis by cold indiff rence frozen 

To my arms, and to my muſe, 


See, my dying eyes are pleading, _ 
Where a broken heart appears, 
For thy pity interceedin _ 
With the eloquence of tears. 
While the lamp of life is fading, 
And beneath thy coldneſs dies, 
Death my ebbing pulſe invading, 
Take my ſoul into thine eyes. 


MST 


> 
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Tune, Happy bourr. 
Ove's a dream of mighty treaſure, 
L Which in . Na n 
In the folly lies the ple . 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 
T 3 When 
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Wen we think, A | 
We a goddeſs have in chace,  - 


Like Ixion we are cheated, 
* a gaudy cloud embrace. | 


py only is the lover, 
| Wiom his miſtreſs well 1 3 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at eaſe. | 
But the wretch. that would be knowing wot] 
What the fair one would —_ o $51 
_Labours for his own — | 


Changing wid to be 


W * 
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He. T Ove's an idle childiſh paſſion, 
Only fit for girls and boys; 
Marriage is a curſed faſhion, 
Women are but fooliſh to 
Spite of all the tempting evi S | 
Still thy liberty maintain; 
Tell 'em, tell the pretty devils, 
 _ Man alone was made to reign. 


The, Empty boaſter, know thy duty, 
Thou who dar'ft my pow'r defy 3 
Feel the force of love and beauty, 
Tremble at my feet and die. 
Wherefore does thy colour leave hes] ? 
Why theſe cares upon thy brow ? 
| Did the rebel, pride, deceive thee ? 
i Aſk him, who's the monarch now 


— 2 Os wwa©lw — — 2 
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Ove's a gentle e 
Sourcę of all e delights ; = 
When, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 
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What are titles, pomp, or riches, _ 
If compar'd-with true content? 
That falſe joy, which now 1 
When obtain'd we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion is vexation; 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 


Is a glorious emulation . 
of the bleſsful ſtate above. 


- 
. . * 
the x% * . 
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Weng; e th brother i 

To ut m ace, 

Where no bailf dan, nor -<, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful face: 

But, kind Sir, as you're a ſtran 0. 
Down your garniſh you muſt 1: Yo. | 

Or your coat will be in danger; 
You muſt either ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement, . 
From your children, or your wiſe ; 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment, 
Through the various {cenes of life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, | 
Though beneath the frowns of fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


oe h our creditors are ſpiteful, 
reſtrain our bodies „ 
be will make a goal 1 b. N. 
Since there's nothing elſe to feary he 
Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, 1 WY 
Strongly guarded by the fea ; 
Kings an inc. for that reaſon, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 


Pray what made eat Alexander | | 
1 y-fate 2 -- una 


* 
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"Twas becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the world's ſtrong on-gat. 
For the world is alſo bound 
By the heav'ns and ſtars — 1 1 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, 
Since there's PIES free but * i 


4 
© - 
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Fs ſweet i g tricks of love, 


Young men, your hearts ſecure; 


Leſt in the paths of ſenſe you rove, | 
In dotrige premature. . 

Look at each fla through wiſdom's glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked eye; 

Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The blind eat many a fly. | 


'There's ne'er a ſpinſterin the realm 
But knows mankind to cheat, 

Down to the cottage from the helm, 
The learn d, the brave and great. 

With lovely looks, and golden hooks, 
T' entangle us they try. 

Gallants, beware 9 .&C, 


Not only on their hands and necks. 
The borrow'd white you'll find 3 
Some belles, when intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the mind. 8 
Joy in diſtreſs they can expreſs, . 
Their very tears can lye. 2 


Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made, 

Was every ſingle ſtick a quill, | 
Each man a ſcribe by trade; 

To write the tricks of half the ſex, 
Would ſink in that ocean dry. 


See the Arfuver, Vl 2. 5. 230 
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W Hen daiſies py'd, and violets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow) hue, 

And lady-ſmocks all filver white 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow then, on ey'ry tree, 
Mocks marry'd men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! cuckow ! O word of tear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry d ear. 


When ſhepherds I on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry lar lowmens clocks; 
When turtles tread, whe rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; * 
When icicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail ; ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu-whit tu-whoo, a merry, merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fit — in the ſnow, 
And Marion's nols lacks red and raw 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly ſings the ſtaring owl,” 
Tu-whit tu-whoo, a merry, merry note, 
While peak Joan doth Come pot. SHAKESPEAR; 
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— — 


Tune, Happy Jes, 
Wy Oman, | thoug htlefs, iddy creature, 
Laughing, Tale, flu ring "ring thing ; 
Moſt fantaſtic work of nature, 
Still, like fancy, ow the wing. 
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Slave to ev ry changin g paſſion, - Wa £1473 FF 
Loving, hating, in n 8 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh ſaſhionn | 
And, at beſt, 1 


(19403 -\ 
Lovely trifle, dear illuſion, 
Conqu' ring weakneſs, wiſh'd- for pain, 
Man's chief glory, and confuſion, 
Of all vanities moſt vain. 


Thus deriding beauty's power, 

Beville ing benny powers. mag. 

But, in leſs than half an hour, r. 
Eneel'd and whin'd at * feet. Baxkx. 


+» * "2 * - , 22 
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$ the ſnow in valleys lying, hows 
A Phebus his warm beams 8 * 


Soon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces Fre 
Of the moſt bewitching faces, J [ per vie w 1. 

At approaching age, decay. r 
As a tyrant, when d 
Is deſpis d, "and ig u raided, _ 

By the ſlaves he once 44 IO 3 
So the nymph, if none could move * 

Is contemn d by ev xy lover, 
When her charms are growing old. 


Melancholy looks and whining, 
- © Grieving, quarrelling, and pining, 

Are th' effects your rigours move; 
Soft careſſes, am'rous glances, 
Melting ſighs, tranſportin trances, 

Are the beg e ef ef love. 92 


#1 
= . beauty's ras 
while your reſumng 
* Tha your fe Far ods, une 


You 
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You are robb'd of all your glorie s, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories 8 
To your unbelieving friends. 


Tune, A cobler there was. 

A Nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray'd; 
The ſwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd; 

Their intent was to try if the oracle knew 8 

Eer a nymph that was chaſte, or a ſwain that was true. 


Apollo was mute, and had like t' have been pos'd ; 
But ſagely, at length, he this ſecret diſclos'd ; 

He alone won't betray in whom none will confide, 
And the nymph may be chaſte that has never been try d. 


—— 


As Cella in her garden ſtray d, 
Secure, nor dream'd of harm, 


A bee approach'd the lovely maid, 
And reſted on her arm. 


The curious inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting bloom ; 
But, with a thouſand ſweets in view, 
It found a ſudden doom. K 


Her nimble hand of life bereay'd 
The little daring thing ; 

But firſt the ſnowy arm receiv'd, - 
And felt the painful ſting. _ | 


Once only could that ſting ſurpriſe 
Once be injurious foun] | . 

Not ſo the darts of Celia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 


Oh! would the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart 
The nymph to pity move, 

And teach her to regard the heart 

She fires with endleſs love. 


1 
- 
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But muſt beg her excuſe, not to bear bh an 
For that's not to love, by her once] to Agb. 
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Fe iſle, all iſles excelling, 
Seat of pleaſures and of love, 

Venus here bo chuſe her dwelling, 

And forſake her Cyprian — 

by from his fav'rite nation, . 

and envy will remove, j ; 

| Jealouſy that pozs'nous ory ys þ 
And cfpat that dies for love, 


Gentle murmurs, ſweet 'complai 

 Sighs that blow the fire o — 

Soft : wh kind difdaining, 

be all the pains you ah : 

Ev'ry ſwain ſhall 15 his duty X 
__ © Grateful ev'ry nymph ſhall prove 3 

And as theſe excel in beauty, 

Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for love. J. Daves. 


1 * ti 


— — — . A. 


JM . your fop 5 who, to pleaſe a coy laſs, 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an aſs. 

Life is dull without love, and not worth the poſſeſſing; 

But fools make a curſe what was meant for a bleſſing. 

While his godſhip's not rude, I'll allow him my breaſt; 

But, at, by Jove, out he goes, ſhou'd he once break my reſt 

can toy with a gir for an hour, to allay 
The fluſter of youth, or the ferment of May; 


Bypokxz. 


4 


1 


M en fair, lay Sherlock by: 
His doctrine i 1s deceiving "TEEN 
For whilſt he, teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of en I 


( 229 ) 
To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 1 
Too ſoon without a maſter: | 
Then only let us ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter. 
To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination 3 - 
Share then my ardour in'your breaſt, 
And kindly-meet my-paſlion” 
But if thus bleſs d. I may not live, 
And pity you deny, | | 
To me at leaſt your Sherlock give ; 


'Tis I muſt learn to die. 

——ę— errnrnrrnnrrrr nn nr nr 
Hat man who, for life, is bleſs'd in a wife, 

Is ſare in a happy condition : | 


Go things how they will, ſhe ſticks by him till ; 
She's comforter, friend, and phyfician z 
She's comforter, friend, and phyſician. 


Pray where is the joy, to trifle and toy, 
Yet dread ſome diſaſter from beauty ? 
But ſweet is the bliſs of a conjugal kiſs, 
Where love mingles pleaſure with duty. 
One extravagant whore ſhall coſt a man more, 
Than twenty good wives that are ſaving : 


For wives they will ſpare, that their children may ſhare ;. 
But whores are eternally craving. 
' f 527 N f N . * | 1 
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T man who, for life, is plagu'd with a wife, 

Is ſure in a wretched condition; 

Go things how they will, ſhe flicks by him ſtill, 

And death'is his only phyſician, 

To trifle and toy may give a man joy 
Incited by love or by _ ; 

| | But 


(- 230 ) 
But where is the bliſs of a Gonjaga! kifs, 
When paſſion is prompted by duty ? 
So the dog who poſſeſs'd a bone of the ** 
May lick it, or leaye it at Le, 


But if to his tail tis ty'd, without fail ' 
Hei is harraſs d and plagu'd 3 meaſure. 


* = * > 
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W Hen ann went down to . regions below, | 

Which men are forbidden to fee, 28 

He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhow, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All hell was aſtoniſh'd, a perſon ſo WY - 
Should raſhly endanger his life, CO EPEEY 
And venture ſo far; but 1075 vaſt their ſurpriſe! 

When they heard that he came for his wife? 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old Pluto did puzzle his brain; 

But hell had not torments ſufficient he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 

He took her again, in reward of bis art; 
Such moe Rad muſic in hell. ia 


. 
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| wW Hen mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman'sfood, 
| It ennobled our veins, and enric — 

Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good, 
O ! the roaſt beef of Old England, | 
And O! the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


But ſince we have learn d from all. conquering France, 
To eat their ragouſts, as well as to dance, 


We are fed up with nothing but vain \ complaifance. 
r 


SS” 


© a4 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 
Which their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong. 
But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name ? 


A ſneaking poor race, half-begotten and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame, 


When good Queen Eliſabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere collee and tea, and ſuch ſlip-ſlops, were known, 
The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again, 
As witneſs the vaunting armada of Spain, 


O] then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 

And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
| _ (right; 

But now we're a pack of—I could—but good night. 


— * — — — — — 
7 0 the foregoing tune, 
Wren humming brown beer was the an 
| | (t e, 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were chaſte, 
Their breath ſmelt like roſes whenever embrac'd. 


O! the brown beer of Old England, 
And O! the Old Engliſh brown beer. 


Ere coffee and tea found their way to the town, 
Our anceſtors by their own fire · ſides ſat down; 
Their bread it was white, and their beer it was brown. 


Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts we boaſt, 
Could make a good meal of a pot and a toaſt; + 
O! did we ſo now, we ſhould rule the roaſt, _ 


When the great Spaniſh fleet on our coaſt did appea 
Our Hd Lack I. is ot; 
And ſent them away with a flea in their car, 


wh Our 
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Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, 
Ere they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to chear ; 
'Then preach'd againſt vice, tho” courtiers-were near, 


Their doctrines were then authentic and bold, 
Well grounded on ſeripture, and fathers of old; 
But now they preach nothing but what they are told. 


For fince the geneva and ſtrong ratafee, 
We are dwindl'd to nothing, but—ſtay, let me ſee, 
Faith, OY at all, but mere fidle-de-dee | 


————ů— a — — —_— 1 6 
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Tune, Hatpy 3 
1 I gw on Chloe trembling, 
her eyes my fate declare: 
"When 55 miles, 1 fear diſſembling; 
When ſhe frowns, Ichen deſpair. 
J of ſome rival — * 
Ia wand 
Pai ain I 8 lve to (rl her, 
Bat can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould T conceal my paſſion, | 
Or the torments I endure? _— 
I will diſcloſe my inclination; n;: 
Awful diſtance yields no cure. J. 
Sure it is not in her nature, | 

To be cruel to a ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


Happy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat, 
Never mounts to raging paſhon ; 


Love's a torment if 100 great. - 
When the ſtorm is once blown over, 


Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful lover 


| \Seldonr meets with true repoſe. 
44 TO 
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O hug yourſelf in perfect eaſe, 
What would you wiſh for more than theſe ? 


A healthy, clean, paternal ſeat, 
Well ſhaded from the ſummer's heat. 


A little parlour- ſtove, to hold + * 
A conſtant fire from winter's cold, 

Where you may ſit, and think, and fing, » 

Far off from court, God bleſs the King ! 


Safe from the 2 of the law, 

From party- rage, and great man's paw 
Have a few friends of your own caſt, 
A wife agreeable and chaſte, 


An open, but yet cautious mind, 
Where guilty cares no entrance find ; 
No miſer's fears, nor envy's ſpite, 
To break the ſabbath of the night. 


Plain equipage, and temp'rate meals, 
Few taylors, and no doctors bills; 
Content to take, as Heav'n ſhall pleaſe, 
A longer or a ſhorter leaſe, 


— 


k Sus 


Tune, Grim king of the ghoſts. 
ONE ev'ning the lovelieſt pair 
That ever frequented the plain, 
Bright Lydia th' all-conquering fair, 
And Damon the beautiful ſwain, 
Sat down in a jeſſamine- grove, =. | 
Where a murmuring rivulet ſtray'd ; y | 
When Damon, to kindle old love, | 
Thus gently reproached the maid. | 
Dan. O Lydia ! while I was the he . 
That only was bleſs'd with your charms, 
And never a ſhepherd but me . | 
Claſp'd in that ſoft circle your-arms ; | | 
U 3 Then 


( 24 ) 
Then Damon all chearful did fing, 
And his Ter N to ber é 
Deſpis'd all p of AE | 
And lighted a elineeing 2. 


Had. Falſe Damon! the virgin reply d | 
Whilſt you true and whe: did prove, 
| Tai whole days by my ide. 
hing and ing of love: 
an Phill; bea Meld 
— Wg mine in your delicate eye, 
Then I was the pride of the feld, 
No queen was ſo happy as I. 


N Dan. Ahl name not that beautiful dame; 
She has totally raviſh'd my heart; 
Her charms ſet me all in a flame, 
Which ſhe fans with her muſical art. 
| One touch of that powerful breath 
. | Wounds a heart as it pierces an ear; 
3 For her I would freely meet death, 
, Would the powers wy goddeſs but ſpare. 
Alexis, the bloomingeſt youth | 
* 1 That treads en che dowery plains, 
With innocent arts and pure truth 
My heart, not unwilling, detains: , 
Still burning with mutual defire, | 
Unbroken delights we enjoy; 
Far oft'ner than once I'd expire, 
To ſave the adorable boy. f 


Dem. But now if my heart ſhoukd return 
? To the duty it owes thee again, 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow, and mourn 
A conqueſt ſhe could not maintain ; 
If ory thy pardon Ill cave; 
h when I think on the time 
1 fg ed thy love, wilt thou leave 


1by Damon to die for bis crime ? 
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| (5 ) 
Ha. Ah! no: gh-Alexis the fair 
His charms like a planet diſplays, 
And thou art inconſtant as air, 
And wrathful as bellowing ſeas ; 
Yet with thee a long ſeries of years, 
Like a minute of joy, I'd conſume; 
And at death not lament thee with tears, 
But lay myſelf down in thy tomb. 
A. ARBUCKLE, 
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Tune, The laſi that wwould know, &c, 

No glory I covet, no riches I want, 

Ambition is nothing to me : 

The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free. | 


By paſſion unruffl'd, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare ; 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care, 


Thoſe wy which Providence kindly has lent, 
Fl} juftly gratefully prize ; — 

Whilſt ſweet meditation, and chearful content, 
Will make me both healthy and wiſe. 


How vainly, through infinite trouble and ſtriſe, 
The many their la employ ? | 
When all that is truly delightful in life 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


ENS 


| FSI } ** 


Q Vane I ſcorn, who, nice and fair, 
Shiver at the morning- air; 

Rough and hardy, bold and free, 

Be the man that's made for me, 
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Slaves to faſion; ſlaves to dem '/. | 


Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
Let them without rivals be, 
They are not the men for me. 


The jav'lin to the tyger's heart, 


From all ſenſe of danger free, 

He's the man that's made for me. 
While his ſpeed outſtrips the wind, 

Looſely wave his Tocks behind, 


From fantaſtic fopp'ry free, 


He's the man that's made for me. 
Nor fimp'ring ſmile, nor dimple ſleek 
Spoil his manly ſun-burnt cheek ; 
painted be, 
He's the. man that's made for me. 
If falſe he proves, my jay'lin can 


By weather let him 


Revenge the perjury of 


man ; 


He, whoſe nervous arm can dart 


— 


And ſoon another, brave as he, 
Shall be found the man for me, 


8 


— 


* » 
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What kind of nym 


> 


Toe the foregoing, tune. 
Ouldſt thou know her ſacred charms 
Who this deſtm'd heart alarms, 
ph the heavens: decree 


— 


The maid that's made for love and me 


Who 


grieves to hear the ſigh ſincere, 


Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 


From each ungentle 


on free; - 


That's the maid that's made for me. 
Who joys whene'er ſhe ſees me glad, 


Who ſorrows when ſhe ſees me ſad, 


For peace and me can pomp reſign ; 
0. 8 the heart that's made for mine. 


Whoſe 


. 


Whoſe ſoul with gen ' rous friendſhip. glows, 
Who feels the b ſhe beſtows; 

Gentle to all, but kind to me: 

That's the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe genuine thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart; 

A gentle train, from falſehood free: 
That's the maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt, ye light coquets, retire, 
R fops around admire ; 
fimoy'd your tinſel charms 1 ſee, 

More genuine —_ are for me. 


Should love, ous as he is, 

Raiſe up ſome — to my bliſs, 

And ſhould ſhe-change—But can it be? L 

No other W made for me. W. Hx&MH⁰ To. 


He. I „ hark, o'er the plains, e 


Aſleep * my charmer is laid, ** 
Aſleep while my charmer is laid. 

The village is up, and the day on the wing, 
fd Plies ye die — oof 


Aly poor girl, my * 
hillis may yet die a Nad, my boo zii 
And Phillis ng yet die a maid. 


The, 'Tis hardly yet day, and I cannot away; 
Oh! Damon, I'm dung and afraid: - 


To-morrow, my dear, Woo church without ear, 2 


But let me to- night lie a maid. 
My dear boy, my dear bey, &œ r. 


He. The bride-maids are met, and mamma's on che 
All, all, my coy Phillis upbraid : _ (fret; 
By midnight, my dear ſhall eas d of her fear, 


Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a maid. * f 
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She, Dear ſhepherd, forbear ; and to-morrow, I ſwear, 
To-morrow, I'll not be afraid: 
I'll open the door, and deny yeu no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a maid. | 


He. No, no, Phillis, no; on thy boſom of ſnow 
To-night ſhall your ſhepherd be laid; 
Faſt lock'd in your arms, and you yield up your 
Nor wiſh to live longer a maid. (charms, - 


She. Then open the door, twas unbolted before, 
| "Twas Damon his bliſs that delay d. 
' Techurchlet us go; and if there I ſay no, 

O then let me die an old mai. 


Chor. Away, then, away, and to love give the a7 
Ve nymphs, let example perſuade : 

:  Letbenuty be kind, when th funin's in th ni 
112 "Tis fool 20 de an ld mad. d 6 
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3 Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair; 1 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 

ake him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel thoſe gloomy ſhades of night; 
My tender grief remove; d 
Ol] ſend ſame chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd ; 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return' d. ; 
When ſudden Damon's well known Wi. 
nf Each riſing, fear diſarms ; — : 
He eager \prings to her embrace, 


4 


6 239 ) 
The ExTEAED PrENTICEs Song. 


Ome, -let us prepare, we brothers that are 
Aſſembled on merry occaſion ;_ 
Let's drink, laugh, and fing, our wine has a "3X4 
Here 's a health to an accepted maſo 


The world is in pain our ſecrets to gain, 

And ſtill let them wonder and gaze on; 

Till they're ſhown the light, they'll ne er know werde 
Word or ſign of an accepted maſon. 


'Tis this and 'tis that, they cannot tell what, 
Why ſo many great men of the nation 

Should aprons put on, to make themſelves one 
Wich a free and an accepted maſon. 


Greatkings, dukes, and lords, have aid by their ſwords, | 
Our myſtery to put a grace on, 

And ne'er been aſham'd, to hear themſelves and 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 


Antiquity's pride we have on our fide, 

And it maketh men juſt in their dation ; 

There's nought but whay s good, to be underſtood 
By a free anf an aecepted ma TL 


We're true and ſincere, and juſt to fair; 
They'll truſt us on ev ry occaſion: 

No mortal can more the ladies adore, 
Than a free and an accepted maſon; 


Then join hand in hand, by each brother firm ſtand ; 
Let's be merry, and put à gn: 2 
What mortal n le a toaſt. 


As a free and an accepted maſon ? _ 


Cuox. No mortal ean boaſt ſo noble A toat, 
— 


( 240 ) 
The FeLLow Carre Song: 


Tune, Sweet are the charms, &. 


H maſonry! thou craft divine | 

2 from heav'n reveal'd ! | 

Which d jewels precious ſhine, 
| From all but maſons eyes.conceal'd: - 

Cnon. Thy praifes due who can =” 

In nervous proſe, or flowing verſe? 

As men from brutes diſtinguiſtod are, | 20 hic 

A maſon other men .excels ;' - | 

For what's in knowledge N and ras. 

But in his breaſt pe . 
Cox. His filent breaſt and heart. 

_ Preſerve, the ſecrets of — art. 


From ſcorching heat and piercin cold, 
3 roar the foreſt rends,-. 
From the aſſaults of warriors bold, 
Tube maſons art mankind defends, 
Cnox. Be to this art due honour paid, 
From TIRE mankind receives bach aid, | 


Lofgus of ſtate, that, feed our pride, 

Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain, 

By maſons' tree are kid de; 

| Art's freebort ſons ſuch toys diſdain. | 1. 
Cnox. Ennobled by the name they bear, 


| Diſtinguiſh's by the badge they wear. 


Friendly: 
The lodge's s for ar 
Which has for 


Cnor, Alodge thus 
Has la 


1 


re ene 
Jo cthoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
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From Adam to * - down, 
And let each brother bear a part. 
Cuox. Let noble maſons healths go round, 
Their praiſe in lofty lodge reſound. 


* Inſert the grand maſter's name for the time. 


— * — — 


The Drrurr Grand MasTER's Song. 


N, on, my dear brethren, purſue your great lecture, 
And refine on the rules of old architecture: 
High honour to maſons the craft daily brings, 
To thoſe brothers of princes, and fellows of kings. 


We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the ſtage, - 
Reviving the art of Auguſtus' fam'd age: 
And Veſpaſian deftroy'd the vaſt Was in vain, , 
Since ſo many now riſe in is mild reign, 


The noble five orders, compos'd with ſuch art, 

Will amaze the fixt eye, and engage the whole heart : 
Proportion's ſweet harmony gracing the whole, 

Gives our work, like the glorious creation, a ſoul. 


Then, maſter and brethren, preſerve your = name, 
This lodge ſo majeſtic will purchaſe you fame; 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all nature expire, 

And its glories ne'er fade till the world is on fire. 


See, ſee, behold here whatrewards all our toil, © 
Inſpires our genius, and bids labour ſmile: * - 

To our noble grand maſter let a bumper be crown'd, 
To all maſons a bumper, ſo let it go round. 


Again, my lov'd brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm union cements with a glaſs ; 
And all the contention mongſt maſons Rall be, 
Who better can work, or who better agree. 


Again let it paſs to the * Prince's lov d name, [ Valet. 
Whoſe glorious admiſſion has crown'd all our fame: 
X | May 
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May a Lewis be born, whom the world ſhall admire, 
Serene as his mother, a as his fire. (admire, 
CHor. Now a Lewis is born, whom the world ſhall 

Serene as his mother, auguſt as his fire. 


The TxzasurER's Song. 


Gf me, kind heaven, what I requeſt, 
In maſonry let me be bleſt: 
Direct me to that happy place 
Where friendſhip ſmiles in ev'ry face ; 
| Where freedom, and ſweet l. innocence, 
Enlarge the mind, and cheer the ſenſe. 


Where ſcepter'd reaſon from her throne 
Surveys the lodge, and makes us one ; 
And harmony's delightful ſway 
For ever ſheds ambroſial day; 
Where we bleſt Eden's pleaſure taſte, 
Whilſt balmy joys are our repaſt. 


Ourl the ſocial virtues grace, 
And wiſdom's rules we fondly trace ; 
Nee 
oints out we 
Let us 5 laſting peace, 
And may our happineſs increaſe. 


No prying eye can view us here, 
No fool nor knave diſturb our cheer; 
Dur well-form'd laws ſet mankind free, 
And give relief to miſery. 


The poor, oppreſt with woe 
Gain from our bounteous hands ke 
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Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth: 

But growing as poor as a Job, 
Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 

He choſe for his manſion a tub, : 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk, 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
A bumper to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his qu 2 
Though ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at mens follies and vice, 
Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl. 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff ; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good laws unto Athens of old, 

And thought the rich Cræſus a ſlave; 
Tho' a king, to his coffers of 

He delighted in plentiful bowls; . _ 
But, Finkin „much talk would decline, 

Becauſe twas cuſtom of fools, 
To prattle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, | 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe. 
Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd ; 
Made wine the delight of his life, . 
X 2 | 
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. Or Xantippe would never have 
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prov'd | 
Such a le ſcold of a wife. 

Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 

Grew wiſe ober his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home : 

And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 
To the laſt, We may truly aver it, 

He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, \ 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his claret. | 


Pythagoras did filence enjoin 
On his pupils, who wiſdom would ſeek, - 
Becauſe that he tippled good wine, 
Till himfelf was unable to ſpeak : 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
With fipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls, 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 


eliev'd there was wiſdom in wine, 


And thought that a cup of the beſt EI 


- Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine. 
With wine he repleniſh'd_ his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel ; 
Then fangy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot-wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 


Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine. 
His belly, as moſt writers agree, 
Was big as a watering trough ; 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough, 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 


But 


He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
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But had it not been for wine, 
His merits had never been known. 

By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 

Without it we ne'er ſhould have had bs 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. M. S. 


* 


T man that is drunk is void of all care; 

3 He needs neither Parthian quiver nor ſpear: 
The Moor's poiſon'd dart he ſcorns for to wield ; 
His bottle alone is his weapon and ſhield. 


Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors ; 
He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 

And boldly defies both the proctor and devil. 


As late I went out, with my ſkin full of wine, 
Encumbered neither with care, nor with coin, 
I boldly confronted a horrible dun ; 

Afrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 


No monſter could put you to half ſo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear; 
In Africa's deſart there never was ſeen 

A monſter ſo hated by gods and by men. 


Come place me, ye deities, under the line, 

Where grows not a tree, nor a plant, but the vine; 
O'er hot-burning ſands I will ſwelter and ſweat, 
Bare-footed, wi nothing to keep off the heat. 
Or place me where ſun-ſhine is ne'er-to be found, 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound ; 
Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require, 
My bottle would warm me, and fill me with fire. 


My tutors may job me, and lay me down rules, 
Who minds them but dull philoſophical fools ? 4 
| X 3 | * 
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For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
*Tis time enough then for to fit down and think, 


Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 

For he thought Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain; 

His ſorrows he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 

And when he was drunk, then the world was his own. 


This world is a tavern, with liquor well ſtor'd, 


And into 't I came to be drunk as a lord; 
My life is the reck ning, which freely I'll pay, 
And when I am drunk, then I'll ſtagger away, 


— — 


— 2 


Tune, Willy was a wanton wag. 
WHY ne'er enquire what end* 
The gods for thee or me intend ; 
How vain the ſeatch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes: 
Happier the man that ne' er repines, 

Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, 

Than they that idly vex their, lives 
With wizards and enchanting wives, 


Thx preſent time in mirth employ, 
And conſecrate thy youth to joy ;. . 
Whether the fates to thy old, ſcore- 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 
No more with Home the dance to lead; 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blythe intent the goblet pour, 

That's ſacred to the genial hour; 

In flowing wine till warm thy ſoul, 

And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 

Behold the flying hour is loft, 

For time rides ever an the poſt, 

Even while we yok. even while we think, 
- And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


0-3 


Collect thy joys each preſent day, 7 
And live in youth, while beſt you may; 

Have all your N at command, 

Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. 

Then Willy be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad 2 the laſſes braw, 

At bridals then ye'll bear the brag, | 
And carry ay the gree awa'” W. HamiLTon, 


aa; — _—. 


—_— 
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N ſpite of love, at length I've found 

A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 

Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me: 

No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho” ſhe's enjoy d by all mankind : 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a bottle of good elaret. 


If you, through all her naked charms, 
er little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; 

Such liquor ſhe'll diſtill from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

"Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But, beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſlive ſhe obeys me, 
She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me: 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious Tack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a bottle of good elaret. 


If you her excellence. would taſte, 1 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
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Clap your hand about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir : 
As for her bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out: 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
*T is a bottle of good claret. 


1 off your fooliſh rating, 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, round let it pals, 
The beetle ſtands before ye. 
Cuor. Fill it up to the t 
Let the night with m be erown'd; 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If claret be a bleſſing. 
This night devote to pleaſure : 
Let worldly cares, and ſtate-affairs, 
2 Be thought on at more leiſure. 
Cnox. Fill it up to the top, &c. 


\ 
If any is ſo zealous, 
To be a party-minion,, X 
Let him drink like me, we'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion. 
Cnox. Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 
See her health go ſwiftly round ; 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd. 
Tune, Lels be jovial. 
IS wine that clears the underſtanding, 


Makes men learned without books ; 
It fits the general for commanding, 


| NT I EN uns. 
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"Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Heightens beauties of the fair ; 

Truth from-falſehood it diſcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers care. 


Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 

Fit us for all glorious things ; . 
When, rais'd by Bacchus, we aſpire 

At flights above the reach of kings. 


Bring in Bonum magnums plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 
None to flinch till they be empty, 
And full fifty toaſts gone round. 


— 


Tune, Saw not ye my Peggy. 


0 let's ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus lo'es nae dwining, 
Let's be blythe and = 
Away with dull Here ?'ye, Sir; 
Your miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee ? 


Then let P warm ye, 

That's a = pt 3 ye, 5 

And to joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca' her, 

And never wiſh ane-brawer, 

If ye bare-headed ſaw her 
Kiltet to the knee. 


Peggy a dainty laſs is, 
Come let's join our glaſſes, 
And refreſh our ol a 


With a health to thee. 
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Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 

Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, | 

While we, with love and drinking, 
Give our cares the lye. P. F. 


— P 
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WI an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong, 

| And a flaſk of old port, let me fit the night long, 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine, 

That they muſt ſwig porter, whilſt I can drink wine, 


I envy no mortal, though ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate : 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, .. 


Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe. 

Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay, 

Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away : 
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe, 


For, the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe. 
| HF. Caxzr. 


. UE JO 
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ET's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think, 
| How the world is ruPd by aſſes, 
, And the wiſe are fway's by chink. 


| Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to.them a ſnare ; 

We're ev'ry one as rich as Cræſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 

And our ſorrows quite forget; 

Come, let us fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 


Bacchus 


C Sgt} 


Bacchus joining in the chorus, 
Death be gone, here's none but ſouls. 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 

Trembling death away ſhall the, 

Ever after anderſtanding - 
Drinking ſouls can never die, 


——_——{__. 
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Ome, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure. 
Fill up the mighty . bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul 
May drink, and fing, without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure; 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 
And as the hours do glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. C. Corry. 


— 


Hk. a health to the king. and a laſting peace, 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe: 
Come, let us drink it, while we've breath, 
For there's no drinking after death. 
And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead men, 
Dawn among the dead men, 
Down, down, down among the dead men, let him ty. 


Now a health to the queen, and may ſhe 1 
Be our firſt fair toaſt, to grace our ſong ; Ks 


OF 
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Off wi' your hats, wi' your knee on the ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around : 
And he that will not drink his dry, 


Down among, &C. 


Let charming beauty's health go round, 

In whom celeſtial joys are found; 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue 

The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew : 

And he that will this health deny, 


Down among, &c. 


Here's thriving to trade, and the common-weal, 
And patriots to their country leal ; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing bowl: 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Down among, &c. | 


In ſmiling Bacchus's joys I'll roll, 
Deny no pleaſures to my ſoul : , 
Let Bacchus's health round ſwiftly move, 
For Bacchus 1s a friend to love : < 
And he that doth this health deny, 
Down among, &ͤ ꝙ . 


1 4 


HE that will not merry, merry be, 
With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here; 
For who can know whett#'we ſhall go, 
To be merry another year ? 28 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he b*oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny in his purſe, | 
Let him be merry, &c. | 
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He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in a bed; 
+ Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 


% 


7 
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Acchus muſt now his power reſign, 
I am the only god of wine: 
It is not fit the wretch ſhould be 
In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 


Make a new world, ye powers divine, 
Stock it wich nothing 0 e but wine; 
Let wine its only produce be; F 
Let wine be earth, and air, and ſea, 
And let that wine be-—all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care; 

Let the ambitious toil and think, 

Let ſtates and empires ſwim or fink : | 
My ſole ambition is to drink. H. Carey, 


_—_— 


— 


| [JPbraid me not,. capricious fair, 
With drinking to exceſs ; 
I ſhould not want to drown deſpair, 
Were your indiff rence leſs. 


Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 
When this excuſe is gone, | 
That all my bliſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone. 


Y The 
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The god of wine che victory | 
To beauty yields with joy ; 
For Bacchus only drinks like me, 

When Ariadne's coy. 


H Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſea, 
| Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry, as we, 
He'd have thought better on t, and, inſtead of his brine, 
Wou' d have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine. 


What trafficking then would have been on the main, 


For the ſake of good liquor, as well as for gain? 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinkingß; 
The fiſhes ne er drown, for they re always a-drinking. 


The hot thirfty ſun too would drive with more haſte, 
Secure in the ev ning of ſuch a repaſt ; 

And when he — would take out his nap, 
With double 32 e pleaſure, in Thetis's lap. 


With his face ſo inflam'd with the fumes of the wine, 
| Conſider how'gloriouſly Phebus Would thine : 

What vaſt exhalations he'd then draw on high, 

| 8 relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply ? 


py were mortals, had we but ſuch rain, 
; gow fill Pape? our veſſels, and fill them again? 
E'en the very poor beggar, Who had ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river, and drink like à fſh. 


What joy and contentment on ev'ry one's brow ? I 
Hob, as great as a prince, * after his plow: 
E'en che birds of the air, as th few on the wing. 
Although they but fipp'd, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who, I think, don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and gambol with the fumes of the wine; 
And, merrify twitikting, would ſoon let us know, 

That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe then, what had · we enjoy'd ! 
Our ſpirits ſtill riding, our fancy ne'er cloy'd. 4 
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A pox then on when twas in-his-pow'r, 
To 15 like a . OI hour. A 
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Ome here's to the nymph that [I love. 
Away, ye vain {orrows, away; 
Far, far from my boſom be-gone, 
All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the ſad and the penſive; 
Come hill up the glaſſes around; 

We'll drink till our faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain ſorrows are drown'd. 


'Tis done, and my fancy's exulting 
With ev'ry gay — deſire, 

My blood with brifk ardour is glowing, 
Soft pleaſutes my boſom inſpire, 


My ſoul now to love is diſſolving z 
0 fate]! had I here my fair charmer, 
I'd claſp her, I'd elaſ her ſo eager, 
Al her diſdain d diſarm her. 


But hold, what has love to do here, 
With his troops of vain cares in array? 
Avaunt, idle ponſive intruder, — 


He triumphs, he will not away. 


Tn drown him, come give me a bumper; 

Young Cupid, here's to thy confufion, — 

Now, now he's d „he's vanquifh'd; 
Adieu to his anxious deluſion. 


Come, jolly god Bacchus, here's to thee ; 
N = huzza boys, huzza 
Io to Bacchus. — 
axe, o ye-dull thinkers, withdraw. 


22 Come, 
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Came, what ſhould we do but be jovial ? 
Come, tune up your voices, and ſing : 
What ſoul is ſo dull to be heavy, 
When wine ſets our fancies on wing? 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high; 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the ſky. 75 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 
In ſeas of wide æther I'm drown'd ; 

'The clouds far beneath me are ſailing, * 
I ſee the ſpheres whirling around. 


What darkneſs, what rattling is this ? 
Through Chaos' dark regions I'm hurl'd: 
And now—Oh! my head it is knock'd 

Upon ſome confounded new world. 


Now, now theſe dark ſhades are retiring : 
See yonder bright blazes a ſtar. 3 
Where am 1 bold the Empyreuſm 
Wich flaming light ſtreaming from far. 


— 


1 Cone fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 
| Let's have no more female 1mpert'nence and noiſe; 
For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 
And I find they're but nonſenſe and whimfies, by Jove. 


When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 

_ I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe figh'd like a faint ; 
But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf-intereſt, by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next, with her languiſhing air, 
Her outſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 

But her ſoul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her love; 
For 1 found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet, by Jove. ITY 
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Little double- gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me 2 laſt, 
You know — — together does beſt; 
But the baggage, fo g her vows and her love, 
Gave her gold to a take Ang dull coxcomb, by Jove. 


Come fill me a bumper then, jolly —— 
Here's a farewell to female impert nence and noiſe: 
I know few of the ſex that 175 ve ＋ love = 


And for ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor 


HE tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 

And ſhe thinks of an hogſhead whene'er ſhe ſees me: 
For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I 
Reſolve to forſake her, or claret deny. 


Muſt leave my dear bottle, that was always my friend, 
And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end ? 

Muſt Lanes it for ber? Tis a very hard taſk. 

Let her go tothe devil: Come bring t'other flaſk. 


Had the tax'd 8 bid me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an ear: 

Had ſhe found out my Sally, up three pair of ſtairs, 
I had baulk'd her, and gone to St James's to pray'rs... 


Had ſhe bid me read homilies three times a-day, 

She perhaps had been humour d, with little x, * 
But at night to L. my bottle of red. 

Let her go to the there's no more to be ſaid. 


̃— 


— 


— — 


H] lead me to ſome peaceful roam, 

Where none but honeſt fellows come; 
Where wives loud clappers never found, 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in wine my pain; 


And never think of home again: 
| * 3. men 
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What comfort can a huſhand have, 
To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave ? 


— 


Tune, Ning. rizg the bar-bell of the world. 


' Ulcan, contrive me ſuch a cup 
| As Neſtor us'd of old; oy 
Shew all thy {kill to trim it u 
Damaſk it round with gold. 


Make it fo large, that, fill'd with ſack 
Up to the ſwelling brim, 
' Vaſt toaſts on the — lake, 
Like fhips at ſea, may ſwim. 


Engrave no battle on his cheek, 
With war I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no names of planets tell 
Fix'd ſtars or 2 * 1 , 
For I am not Sir Sidrophel, | 

Nor none of his relations. 


But carve thereon a ſpreading vine ; 
Then add two lovely boys ; 

'Their limbs in am'roas folds intwine, 
The type of future joys. 


* 


= and Bacchus my ſaints are, 

May drink and love ſtill reign; 

With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 


_ — — —— 


— 
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Ere's to thee, my boy, my darling, my joy, 
For a topex I love as my life; | 
Who ne'er baulks his glaſs, nor cries, like an afs, 
Jo go home to his miſtreſs ar wife: * 
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But heartily quaffs, lings catches, and laughs : ' 
All the night he looks jovial and gay ; 

When morning appears, then homeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the day. 


He feels not the cares, the griefs, nor the fears, 
That the ſober too often attend; | 
Nor knows he a lofs, diſturbance, or croſs, | 
Save the want of his bottle and friend, H. CARRY. 


—__% 


FLY, care, to the winds ; thus I blow thee away ; 
I'lt drown thee in wine, if thou dar'ſt for to ſtay; 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits I'll raiſe, 

TIl laugh and Fll fing all the reſt of my days. 


God Bacchus this moment adopts me-his ſon, 

And inſpir'd my brealt glows with tranſports unknown: 
The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplies, . 

And makes the nymph kind who before was too wife, 


Then, dull ſober mortals, be happy as me; 

Two bottles of claret will make us agree; 

Will open your eyes to ſee Phillis's charms, : 
And, her coyneſs waſh'd don, ſhe'll fly to your arms. 


—— 


1 
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PRoud women, I {corn you, briſk wine's my delight ;. 

Fl drink all the day, and I'll revel all night: 

As great as a monarch, the moments P'll paſs, 

The bottle my globe, and the ſceptre my glaſs. 

The table's my throne, and the tavern my court; 

The drawer's my ſubje&, and drinking's my ſport. . 

Here's the queen of all joy, here's. a miſtreſs ne'er coy ;: 

Dear cure of all ſorrows, and life of all bliſs, 

I'm a king when I hug you, much more when I kifs.. 
Rr a, BEN. Joaunson.. 


/ 


; — e 
And fober fouls at our joys be amazed. 


wy gone, th I prithee 


' "Cw 7 
Acches, «ft 
Chief of = 


Wine's 4 


B 


Niue firft proeftor, &c. 
Friend to the muſes, and whetſtone to Venus, 


| Herald to leaſures, when wine wou'd convene us; 


orrow's phyſician, 

When our condition 

In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſcreen us. 

Nature ſhe eil e, when thy birth it was blazed; 
Mankind re} ic'd when thy altars were raiſed : 

irth will be flowing, 


3 8 
Brees: — foal fre m thinking, 
1 op ae 2 s grea 


Heroes would be lol loſt n . 
2 If des deri d by the bee, 
Wine does all that's great above, 
Wine does all that's great below. 


FW v — — 
— — 
— 


be gone from me; 

Be gone, old care, you and I ſhall never agree: ' 

Long time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me KHz 


But i faith, old care, 


Thon never ſhalt have thy will. 


Too mach care will make a youn Gama look ber 
422 w much care will turn an dd man to clay: 


( 261 ) 
Come you ſhall dance, and I will ſing, 
So merrily we will play ; - 


For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things 
To drive old care away. , 


Runk I was laſt night, that's poz, 
My wife began to ſcold; 
Say what I cou'd, for my heart's blood, 
Her clack ſhe would not hold. 


Thus her chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your time of coming in? 

The clock ftrikes one, you'll be undone, - + 
If thus you lead your life. F 


My dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what you ſay is true; 

I do intend my life to mend, 
Pray lend's the pot to ſpew. 

Fy, you ſot, I ne'er can bear 

Io riſe thus ev'ry night; 

Though, like a beaſt, you never care 

What conſequence comes by't. 


The child and I may ftarve for- you; 


We neither can have half our due; 


With grief I find, you're ſo unkind, 
In time you'll break my heart. 


At that I ſmil'd, and ſaid, Dear child, 
I believe you're in the wrong ; 

But if 't ſhould be your deſtiny, - 
I'll fing a merry ſong. 


— 


Very man take a glaſs in his hand, 


And drink a good health to our King; 


| Many years may he rule o'er this land ; 
May his laurels for ever freſh ſpring. 


"ok 


* 
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Let wrangling and jangling ſtraightway ceaſe, 
Let ev'ry man ſtrive for his country's peace; 
Neither Tory, nor Whig, | 
With their parties look big, 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


Tis not owning, a whimſical name, 
That proves a man loyal and juſt ; 
Let him fight for his country's fame, 
Be impartial at home, if in truſt : 
*Tis this that proves him an honeſt ſoul, 
His health we'll drink in a brimful bowl. 
Then let's leave off debate, 
No confuſion create. 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


When a company's honeſtly met, 

With intent to be merry and'gay, 
Their drooping ſpirits to whet, 

And drown the fatigues of the day; 
What madneſs is it thus to diſpute, 
When neither ſide can his man copfute ? 

When you've {aid what you dare, 

You're but juſt where you were. 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


Then agree, ye true Britons, agree, 
And — quarrel about a 9 
Let your enemies trembling ſee, 
at a Briton is always the ſame: | 
For our King, our church, our law, and right, 
Let's lay by all feuds; and ſtraight unite; 
Then who need gave a fig, 
Who's Tory or Whig? 
. Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


_ 
" — — 


Fm the bowl with ſtreams of pleaſure, 


Such as Gallia's vintage boaſt : 
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Theſe are rides that bring our treaſure z 

Love and friendſhip be the toaſt. 
Firſt, our miſtreſſes approving, 

With bright beauty crown the glaſs + 
He that ts too dull for loving, 

Muſt, in friendſhip, be an aſs. 


Pylades is with-Oreſtes 
Said to have one common ſoul, 
But the meaning of the jeſt is 
In the bottom of the bowl. 


Thus, by means of honeſt drinking, 
Often 1s the trath found out, | 

Which wou' d coſt a world of thinking; 
Spare your pains, and drink about. 


—_ . I IE I" "I —_—. 1 ——— = _—_— 


_—_— 
— * — 


Ull bags, a freſh bottle, and a beautiful face, 

Are the three greateſt bleſſings poor a em- 

. | , (brace : 
But, alas | we grow muckworms, if bags do but fill, 

And a bonny gay dame often ends in a pill. 

Then heigh for briſk claret, whoſe pleaſures ne'er waſte; 

By a bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte. 


— 


F any ſo wiſe is, that ſack he deſpiſes, 
Let him drink his ſmall beer, and be ſober ; 
Whilſt we drink wine, and ſing as if it were ſpring, 
He ſhall droop like the trees in October. 
But be ſure, over night, if this dog do you bite, 
Vou take it hence for a warning, 
Soon as out of your bed, to ſettle your head, 
Take a hair of his tail in the morning. 
And not be ſo filly, to follow old Lilly; 
For there's nothing but wine that can tune us; 


* 


- 


Let 
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-> Let his Ne afſieſcas be in his cape-caſe, 
2 And ſing Bibito . 1252 


— 


Cave women and wine, there is nothing in life 
That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it: 
When the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it, . 9 
Dear women," &c. 


Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them: | 

He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 

24s women and wine, dear women and wine, 

3 Whilſt vigour, &c. pr $249) 

Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear Jack, 
To heighten our amorous fires : 

Our girls plump and ſound, and ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And ſhall gratify all our defires. 

The bottles we'll crack, and the laſſes we'll ſmack, 
And gratify, &c. Veen 


. 
— — 2 — 


— 
- 


EE 


+ - PHILEMON. | 
"Hough Baucis and I are both ancient and poor, 


We never yet drove the diſtreſs'd from our door, 
| But till of our little, a little can ſpare, | 
| To thoſe who, like us, life's infirmities bear. - 
"Come; come, my good friends, let us go in together 
A cup of good liquor will keep out the weather, f 
Our hearts they are great, tho our means are but ſmall; 
You're heartily welcome, and that's beſt of all. 
Aer 
You're welcome at our humble board to partake, 


Of a jugg of good ale, and 4 good barley- cake; N 


* 
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A good rouſing fire, as high as your noſe;  * 
And cleanly warm bed, your old limbs to repoſe. 


s 


We know no ambition, we have no eftate, __ 
Nor porter, to worry the poor from our gate; 
We earn what we ſpend, and we pay as we go; 
It were not amiſs, if the rich would do fo. 


— 


Wie does wonders ev'ry day, , 
Makes the heavy light and gay ; 
Throws off all their melancholy: - + 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the buſy toy and play, 
And the poor and needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold, 
Men in years forget they're old; 
Women leave their coy diſdaining, 
Who till then were ſhy and cold 
Makes a niggard light his gold, 
And the foppith entertaining. 


. 
O eee 


And ſolemnize upon our knees | . 
A health to noble Betty. 


The muſes, with the milk of queens, 
Have fed this comely creature, 

That ſhe's become a princely dame, 
A miracle of nature. © 

O let us, &C.. 


The graces all, both great and ſmall, 
Were not by half ſo pretty: \ 
The Queen of love, that reigns above, L 
Could not compare with Betty, 
Z 
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Had David ſeen this lovely one, 
No fin he had committed; 

He had not lain with Bathſheba, 
Nor ſlain the valiant Hittite, 


Had Solomon, Heaven's minion, 
View'd her fections: over, 

Then Sheba's Queen reject d had been, 
Though clad with gold of Ophir. 


The Dons of Spain, could they obtain 
This magazine of pleaſure, 

"They'd never go to Mexico, 
For all its Indian treaſure. **. 


The Chriſtian King would dance and ſing, 
To have her at 155 pleaſure, 

And would confine great Mazarine 
Within the banks of TI ++ | 


The Turk, for all his great emp 
Would proſtrate him before 850 8 . 

He would lay down his golden crown, 
And goddeſs like adore her. . 


Her eyes are full of majeſty, 
one but a prince can own her, 
She's fitted for an emperor, T3 1 a 
A diadem er me. ait 1 > 
O let Us, &C, | * 


Ka 


1 4 
| "Bf 


1 Have been in love, BYE in debt, and in dink, 
This many and many a year; 
And theſe three plagues arg enough 1 Gould think 
For any poor mortal to bear. 
*T'was love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into — 
And tho' I have ſtruggl'd, — — 


I cannot ons thom yer.” | 
* don 5 There's 
32 ¹ | 


— — — - 


— —— — 
= 
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There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain: 
"Twill pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets 
And my miſtreſs, that cannot. endure. me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 


Then, then, ſhall I fall to my ee en again. 


— cw 


_ faces, ſtand 55 24 

And our bright ones adore; . 

We look like our wine; | 
You worſe than our ſcore, 


Come, light up your pimples, 
All art we outſhine; 


When the plump god doth paint, 

Zach dF e . 9 
Clean glaſſes are 3 26> x 22 
Old claret is oi 4 
He that ſits for his piQure, a ran 

Muſt at a good While. | 

Lot blyth, bl th was ſhe, 2.4.1 4 r 
BY yth was ſhe but and ben 
And wel ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill, 


And leugh to ſee a tappit hen, 


She took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing-free ; 

But, cunning carling that ſhe was, 
She gar'd me birle my bawbie. 


We loo'd the liquor well enough ; 
But, waes my heart, my caſn was done, 
Before that I had — my drowth, 
And laith I was to yu 74 ſhoon. 


* 


2 2 When 


(( a8 )) 


When we bad three times toom'd our ftoup, + 
And the nieſt chappin new begun, | 
In ſtarted, to heez up our hope, 
Young Andro with his cutty gun. 


The carling brought her kebbuck ben, 

With girdle-cakes well toaſted brown Zz | f 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, 

They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 


We ca'd the bicker aft about; 5 
Till dawning we ne'er jeed our bum; 4 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


He did like ony mavis ſing, 

WE as I in his oxter ſat, _ 
e ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
And mony a fappy kiſs I gat. 


» hae been eaſt, I hae been er. 
| I hae been far ayond'the v7 
But the blytheſt lad that &'er I 
Was Andro with his cutty gan, 


ht 


"Tone, Dainy Davy. C 855 
Y drinking drive dull care way, 1 
Be briſk and airy, 
Never vary, | 
In tempers, but be gay. 
t mirth know no ceſſation : 
We al were born, mankind agree, 
From dull reflection to be fre; 
But he that drinks not, eannot be- 
Then anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen besb, 
Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, ſtriving, 

To embrace what beauty 4 lth, 


2 1 


1 


Is 


( (26972) ) 
Is left when in 
But Bacchus ſends fuch — . 
Poſſeſſion never palls i its worth; 


We always wiſh d for't from our birth, 
And Mal for ever wiſh on. 


All malice here is flung afide, 
Each takes his glaſs, 
No healths do paſs, | 
Nor party-feuds —— e'er abide, 
They nought but ill occaſion: 
We only meet to celebrate F 
The day which brought us to this ftate ; 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 
| The hour of our creation. 


— Plato, - Ariſtotle, 
All were lovers of the bottle: 
Poets, painters, and muſicians, 
Churchmen, lawyers, and phyſicians, 
All admire a pretty = 
All require a chearful 
Ev'ry 2 has its { 
Love and drinking are no treaſon. 
All ae &C. 


nn 


8 Granville's ſoft numbers tune Mira's juſt REY 
And Chloe ſhines lovely in Prior's ſweet lays, 
Would Daphne but ſmile, their example I'd follow, 
And as ſhe looks like Venus, I'd ſing like Apollo. 

But, alas ! when no ſmiles from my fair one infpire, 

How languid's my ſtrain, and how tuneleſs my lyre ? 


Ye zephyrs ſalute, in ſoft accents, her ear, 

And tell how I languiſh, : h, pine, and deſpair ; 
In gentleſt murmurs m on * 

But whiſper it ſoftly, fea wa cficnd 


2 


For 


( 1276") 


For ſure, O ye winds! ye may tell her my p in; 
Tis Strephon's to ſuffer, and not to — WA 


Where: ever I go, or whatever I do, | 
Still ſomething preſents the dear nymph to my view; 
If I traverſe « 4 den, the garden 15 ſhows 
Her neck in the ſily, her lip in the roſe : 
But with her neither lily nor roſe can compare ; 
Her lips are more ſweet, and her boſom more fair. 


If, to vent my fond anguiſh, I ſteal to the grove, 
The ſpring there preſents the fair bloom of my love; 
The nightingale too, -with impertinent noiſe, | 
Pours forth her ſoft trains in my Syren's ſweet voice. 
Thus the grove, and its muſic, herimage ſtill brings; 
For like ſpring ſhe looks fair, like the nightingale 


If, forſaking the or I fly to the court, 
Where beauty and ſplendor united reſort, 


Some | limpſe of my fair in each.charmer I ſpy,. 

In Richmond's fair form, or in Brudenell's bright eye. 
But, alas! what would Richmond or Brudenell appear? 
Unheeded they'd paſs, were my, Daphne but there. 


If to books I retire, to drown- my Rind pain, LEH 
And dwell o'er a Horace, or Ovid's ſoft firain, _ 


In Lyd'a or Chloe my Daphne I find, - 

But Chloe was courteous, and Lyd'a was kind. 
Like Lyd'a or Chloe wou'd Daphne but prove, 

Like Horace and Ovid I'd fing, and I'd love. 


— 
— — — — 


hen retir'd from crouds and noiſe; 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 

Fill'd with ſelf- poſſeſſing joys. 
Happy that contented creature, 


Who wich feweſt things is pleas'd,, 


+ 
* 


H. hours. all hours excelling, 


w 


( (7p; 5) } 
And conſalts the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancies eas d. 


Ev'ry paſſion wiſely moving, 
Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale ; 
Ev'ry ſtate of life improving, 
That no anxious thought prevail. 
Happy man who thus poſſeſſes 
Life, with ſome companion dear ;. 
Joy imparted till increaſes, 17 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


WI early horn, ſalute the morn, 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearful cries, bid echo riſe, _ 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All return th' enliv'ning ſound. 


ä 


4 — 


| Tune, Come and liſten to my dittay. | 


As near to Porto- bello lying, 

On the gently-ſwelling flood, 

At midnight, with ſtreamers flying, 
Our triumphant navy rode; 

There while Vernon ſat, all glorious 
From the Spaniards late defeat, 

And his crews, with ſhouts victorious, 
Drank ſucceſs to Britain's fleet : 


On a ſudden, ſhrilly ſounding, 


Hideous yells and ſhrieks were heard: 


Then, each Reart with fear confounding, 
A ſad troop of ghoſts appear'd ; 

All in dreary hammocks ſhrowded, 
Which for winding-theety they wore, 


And 


(ae) 


And with looks by farrow clouded. 
Frowning on that hoſtile ſhore. 


On them gleam'd the moon's wan luftre, | 
- When the ſhade: of Hoſier brave 1 

His pale bands was ſeen to muſter, 

Riſing from their wat' ry gravee 
O'er the glimm'ring wave he hy'd him, 

Where the Burford rear'd her ſail, 

With three thouſand ghoſts beſide him; 
And in groans did Vernon hail, 


Heed, O heed, our fatal ſtory l 

I am Foſier's injur'd ghoſt. 

You, who now have purchas'd glory 

At this place, where I was loſt ; 

Though, in Porto-bello's ruin, 

You now triumph free from fears, 
When you think on our undoing, 

Fou will mix your joy with tears. 


See theſe mournſul ſpectres ſweeping 
Ghaſtly o'er this hated wave, | 
Whoſe wan cheeks” are ſtain'd with weeping, *' 
Theſe were Engliſh captains. brave: 
Mark thoſe numbers pale and horrid, 
Who were once my ſailors bold, 
Lo each hangs his drooping forehead, 
While his difmal fate is told, 


I, by twenty fail attended, 

Did this Spaniſh town affright; 
Nothing then its wealth defended, 

But my orders not to fight: | 
Oh! that in this rolling ocean 

I had caſt them with diſdain, 
And obey'd my heart's warm motion 

To reduce the pride of Spain. 


For reſiſtance I could fear none, 


t with tw 5 | 77 
By 3 enty ſhips had done What 


0 * 
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What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 
Haſt atchiev'd with ſix alone. 
Then the baſtimentos never . 
Had our foul diſhonour ſeen, 
Nor the ſea the ſad receiver 
Of this gallant train had been. 


Thus, like thee, proud Spain diſmaying, 
And her galleons leading home, 
Though condemn'd for diſobeying, 
I had met a traitor's doom 
To have fall'n, my country crying, 
He has play'd an Engliſh part, 
Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken heart, 


Unrepining at thy glory. * 


Thy ſucceſsful arms we hail?! 
But remember our ſad ſtory, _ 


And let Hoſier's wrongs prevail. 7 55 | 


After this proud foe ſubduing, | 
When your patriot friends you ſee, 
Think on vengeance for my ruin, 
And for England ſham'd in me. 
Ofier ! with indignant ſorrow, 

I have heard thy mournful tale; 
And, if Heav'n permit, to-morrow 


Hence our warlike fleet ſhall ſail; 
Ober theſe hoſtile waves, wide roaming, 


We will urge our bold defign, 
With the blood of thouſands foaming, 


For our country's wrongs and thine. 


Om that day, when each brave fellow 
Who now triumphs here with me, 

Storm'd and plunder'd Porto-bello, 
All my thoughts were full of thee: 

Thy diſaſtrous fate alarm'd me; 
Fierce thy image glar'd on high, 


And 


For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure my love. 


(2 
And with gen'rous ardour wirm'd me ee | 
©. To revenge thy fall, or die. nf cog: 


From their lofty ſhips fuk = 
Through the flood, in firm array, - 


To the deſtin d city. bending, nc 
My lov'd ſailors work'd their way; 


1 Straight the foe, with horror trembling, 


Quits in haſte his batter d walls, 
And, in accents W „ 2 = 
As he flies for N calls. 3 


rag ena, tow'r wonder! 
e daring deed diſmay q. 
Shall ere long, by Britain's thunder, 
Smoking i in the duſt be laid: 
Thou, and theſe pale ſpectres, ſweeping 
- Reſtleſs o'er this wat'ry round, 
Whoſe wan cheeks are. ftain'd with weeping | 
Pleas'd ſhall-liften ta the found, 


| Still remembꝭ rin thy ſad ſtory, _\ ,. FI /4h 
To thy i injur' Fabel 1 ſwear, dy | Nai 
* my hopes of future glory; |: 
Ad T Foto. al 8 
ne'er will ce WL 
© Spain's Pere , dan fon a, WL 
W vengeance for thy ruin, N 
for England e in * 


8 r — 2 —— 
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V ſheep I neglected, 1 loſt my ſheep-hook, 
And all the 5 haunts of my 'I forſook, - 
No more for Amynta freſh: I wove; 


O what had my with ambition to do! 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I TOs 


0 A Bad &c. | 
2 * | Through 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Through regions remote im vain do I rove, ) 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me from love; 
O fool ! to ĩmagine that ought can ſubdue 
A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true. 

O! give me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
I'll wander from love and Amynta no more. 


Alas! 'tis too late at thy fate to repine ' * 
Poor ſhepherd; Amynta no more can be thine: 
Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain, 
The moments neglected return not again. 
O what had my youth with ambition todo! 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow ? 


* — = 


Tune, Pinky-houſe. 
Hat blooming; youth, falſe-hearted fair, 
Gay favourite of 'to-day, | 
Has all thy ſun-ſhine to his ſhare, 
And baſks him in the ray? 
Be who he will, he ſoon ſhall mourn 
The fate of lackle love; af 
And call for vengeance in his turn 
From ev'ry pow'r above. 


What though, to each fair failing blind, 
He dreams thee all hisown, 
Thee ever faithful, ever kind, N 31 4 
Nor dreads the coming frown : , 
But ſoon the ſkies will overcaſt, | 
And ſtormy ſurges ſwell; 
Caprice ariſe, diſtruſt; diſtaſte, 
And all the lovers hell. 
I too once, tempted with the wind, 
1 1 upon the main; 221 
ut ſaw my danger, chang'd my mind, 
And wiſh'd me back again. 


* * 
. 
7 Some 
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Some god ſure ſnateh'd me from my fate, 


And ſet me ſafe gn ſhore, 


WEE eas'd I hear the billows beat, 


METER 


— 


Il you go and marry, Kitty * 
To Can you think to take a man? 
is a pity one fo p 
Should not do 9 ens. 
Vou, a charming lovely creature, 
Wherefore would you lie alone? 
Beauty's of a fading nature, 
Has a ſeaſon to gone. 


Therefore while you're _ Ys 


.* Liſten to a lovin ſwain. 

Take example by fair Betty, 1 
Once the darling of the men; 
Wt bby Ares fickle nature, 
rifled o e's grown 
Now ſhe's left 28 

Let not this of thee be told. 


But, my dear and lovely Kitty, - 
This one thing I have to tell, 
' I could with no man a 7 ws 
Save it were my.very 
Take me, Kitty, at my offer, 
Or be-had, and I'll — you: 


We's mak nae din about your . 


Marry, Kitty, then we'll Woo... 


Many words are needleſs, Kitty, 
You do want, and ſo do I; 


755 


1 you would a man ſhould get 50% 


Then I can that want ſupply : 


Say then. Kitty, ſay you'll e me, 


As the very choice of men, 


1 


., 
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Never after to forſake me, 
And the prieſt ſhall lay. Amen. 


Then, O! then, my charming Kitty, 
When we're marry'd, what comes then ? 
Then no other man can get you, 
But you'll be my very aig: 
Then we'll kiſs and clap at pleaſure, 
Nor be troubled at envy ; 
If once I had my lovely treaſure, 
Let the reſt admire and die. 


Pai » belling, dancing, drinking, 
Bre 


ing win ows, damning, ing, 


Ever raking, never thinking, 
Live che rakes at Malo, 4 
Spending faſter than it comes, 
Beating . whores, and duns, 
Bacchus true · begotten ſons, 
Live the rakes at Malo. 


Sometimes nought but claret drinking, 

Then, like politicians, thinkin 

How to raiſe the fund when ſinking, 
Live the rakes at Malo. 

Sometimes fluſh of money ſtore, 

Then like any poet dh 

| g ueans and then a whore, 

ive the rakes at Malo. 


When at home with daddy dining, 
Still for Malo's waters whining, 
When good claret is declining, 

Live the rakes at Malo. 
Living ſhort but merry lives, 
Going where the devi drives, 
Keep 5 miſſes and no wives, 

ire the rakes at Malo. 


Aa 
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Racking tenants, ſtewards teazing, | 
Swiftly ſpending, ſlowly raiſing, 
Wiſhin to. ſpend all their days in 
3 c Raking thus at Malo, 
* Then, to K a rakiſh life, 
They grow ſober, take a wife, 
Ever after live in ftrife 
With, their wives at Malo. 


9 — — — — 


Hen Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings, 
She en Sta mith melody divine; 
But if a melting air ſhe ſings, 
In confart all the muſes join. 


'The youthful, wanton, little loves 
Around the beautequs charmer fly; 
And ev'ry way the virgin moves, 
" She makes us love, and oy us die. 


The graces preſs about the | 
Where youth and TRE ories reign; 
And while her voice employs the ear, 

Her eyes provoke an am'rous pain. 


How ſhall I mitigate my woes ? 

O] where enjoy the wilh'd redreſs ? 
A ſtranger to all ſoft repoſe, 

Where charms and muſic both oppreſs. 


With her in ſymphony we go, 
We ſoar when ſhrill ſhe rifes high, 
And, to ſoft cadence ſinking low, 
| Intent the faculties apply. 


Italian _ are wont to pleaſe, 
Though ſenſeleſs words join harmony; 


c But ev' 5 one to this agrees, 
vs Both ſenſe and c meet in thee, 
| DuMBLOTON, 


Tune, 
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Tune, Paſt taekye o'chck, 


W Hen innocent paſtime our pleaſures did crown; 
| Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
Ere Annie became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely and loving, and bonny was ſhe ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee : 
©! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 

Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That look with indiff rence on poor dying me:? 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me : 


O! as thou art bonny, be om and canny, 
And think upon Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Ah! ſhould a new mantean or Flanders lace head, 

Or yet a wee coatie, though never ſac fine, | 
Gar thee grow tful, and let his heart bleed, 

That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine. 

| Rouſe up thy reaſon, my autifal Annie, | 
And dinna prefer ye'r fl ies to me; 

O!] as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 

Tho” gilt o'er wi” laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at thoſe beniſons promis'd to me? 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me ; 

O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. _ 


O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, S 
A a 2 Ere 
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Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power 
To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee. 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a' center d in me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee. 


* 


— Li mn. 
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And broom bloom'd fair to ſee, 
When Mary was complete fiftcen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blythe Davie's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn-ſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; \ 

Her cheeks were roſie, red, and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid ! 

His cheek to her's he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd; 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 

To be more fully bleſt, 
In yonder vale they lean'd them down; 
Love only ſaw the reſt. | 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And naething ſure unmeet ; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 

They likK'd a wa'k ſae ſweet; 


W Hen trees did bud, and fields were green, | 


And 
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And that they aften would return, 
Sic pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 


And ay ſhall follow you. 


. 


— 


% 


8 gentle turtle-dove 
By cooing ſhews deſire, 
As ivys oak do love, 
And twining round aſpire ; 
So I my Betty love, 
So I my Betty woo, 
I coo as cooes the dove, 
And twine as ivys do. 


Her kiſs is ſweet as ſpring, 

Like June her boſom's warm ; 
The autumn ne'er did bring, 

By half, ſo ſweet a-charm, 
As living fountains do 5 
Their favours ne'er repent, 
So*Betty's bleſſings grow _ 

The more, the more they're lent. 


Leave kindred and friends, ſweet lady, 
Leave kindred and friends for me; 
Aſſured thy ſervant is ſteddy 
To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune, 
May fly, by chance, as they came; 


They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 


But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Although my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms ſo heavenly appear, 


That other beauties diſproving, 


I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhould life's ſorrows embitter 
The pleaſure we promiſe our loves, 
Aaz 


( 28 ) 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder, like doves. 


Oh] were I but once ſo bleſſed, 
To graſp my love in my arms 
By thee to be graſped | and kiſſed ! 
And live on thy heaven of charms ! 
I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, | 
Should fortune capricious prove ; 
Though death ſhould-tear me to pieces, 


I'd die a martyr to love. J. Nirrenzlie 


Hould auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho" they return with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in m_ wars : 

Welcome, my Varo,. to my breaft, 

Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once again as bleſt 

As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough 
A thouſand Cupids pla; 
Whilſt through the groves'I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: | 
Since your return the fun moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoftly while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. | 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 

Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball: 
But, ſunk in love, upon my arms 

Let your brave head recline ; 


—_——_— 


We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 


As we did lang ſyne. 


Oo 


O's; 
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O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, 

And, after a blythe bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace: 

And, in a vacant rainy day, 
You ſhall be wholly mine 

We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero, pleas'd with the ſweet air 
And figns of generous love, 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above : 
Next day, with lad conſent and haſte, 
They proach'd the ſacred ſhrine, - 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, | 
And put them out of pine. 


Tune, The laſs of Living flox. 
Ain'd with her lighting Jamie's love, 
Bell cone a tear, Bell dropt a tear, 

The gods deſcended from above, 

Well pleas'd to hear, well pleas'd to hear; 
They heard the praiſes of the youth, 

From her own tongue, from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 

And thus ſhe ſung, and thus ſhe ſung, 


Bleſs'd days! when our ingennous ſex, more frank and 

; (kind, 

Did not their lov'd adorers vex, but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, wou'd he return, 

She ne'er again wou'd give him care, or cauſe him 

(mourn, 

Why lov'd F thee, n u yet ſtill 8 

(chame, 

Whenhe my yielding heart did gain, to own my _ ? 

NN 
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Why took I pleaſure to torment, and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas! lament my Lighted joy. 
Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, own your deſire; 
While love's young power, with his Toft wing, fans 
8 | (up the fire. 
Oh! do not with a oy pride, or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, but anſwer plain. 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, with flow. 


(ing eyes; 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, with ſweet pile. 
Some god had led him to the grove, his mind unchang'd, 
Plew to her arms, and cry' d, My love, I am reveng d. 


r "= Ca LR ca 2 - 
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Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining, 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover | 
To my bonny Hay that I am her lover ? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtronger;. 

If ſhe's not my bride, my days are no longer: 

Then [I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 

She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, (row; 

When birds mount and ſing, bidding day a good-mor- 

The ſward of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, 

Looks wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 
But, if ſhe appear where verdure invites her, 

The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter : 

"Tis heav'n to'be by, when her wit is a-flowing, 

Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glowing. 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 

Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded ;. 

Tm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


TIS 
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Tune, Jubr Ander fon my jo. 


5 T 8 not your beauty, nor your wit, 
That can my heart obtain; 

For they could never conquer yet 
Either my breaſt or brain: 

For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 

Henceforth your ſlave I'll ſcorn to be, 
Nor doat upon you-more. 


Think not my fancy to o'ercome, 
By proving thus unkind ; | 

No ſmoothed figh, nor ſmiling frown, 
Can ſatisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonics play ſuch pranks, 
Such follies I deride ; 

For love at leaſt I will have thanks, | 
And ſomething elſe beſide. 


Then open-hearted be with me, 

As I ſhall be with you, 1 
And let our actions be as free TI. 
rl 7 _=_ allow. 1 kind | 

'Il prove lovin prove ; , 
if puts I'll pace. be: 

If fortune chance to change your mind, | 

I'll turn as ſoon as ye. | 


Since our affections well ye know 
In equal terms do ſtand, _ & vi 
"Tis in your pow'r to love or _ 
Mine's likewiſe in m — 4 hand. RY 
Diſpenſe with your auſterity, 
Inconſtancy abhor, 
Or, by great Cupid's deity, 
II never ove you more. 
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OW happy is the rural clown, 
Who, far remov'd from noiſe of town, 

Contemns the glory of a crown ; | 

And, in his ſafe retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his low degree, 
Is rich in decent poverty, 
From ftrife, from care and bus'neſs free, 
At once baith good and great. 


No drums diſturb his morning-fleep, 

He fears no danger of the deep, 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts e'er heap 
Vexation on his mind: 

No trumpets rouſe him to the war, 

No hopes can bribe, nor threats can dare, 

From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin d. 

Like thoſe in golden ages bern, 

He labours gently to a 
His {mall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds: 
Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year 

Induftrious he improves with care, 
And ftill ſome ripen'd fruits appear, 
So well his toil ſucceeds, | 


Now by a filver ſtream he lies, + 
And angles with his baits and flies,. 
And next the filvan ſcene he tries, 
His ſpirits to regale: 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows ; 
Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 
That waits his honeſt call. 


No care his peace of mind deſtroys ; 
Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard: 


He's 
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He's fond to feel the Zephyr's breeze, 
To plant and fned his tender trees ; 


And, for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


The flow'ry meads, and ſilent coves, 

7 * of — 2 pu loves, 

And warbling birds in hlooming groves, 
Afford a wich d delight: - 

But O how pleaſant is this life! 

Bleſs'd with a chaſte and virtuous wife, 

And children prattling void of ſtrife, 
Around his fire at night. | 


— 
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Illy was a wanton wag, 
The blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, 
At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, | 
And carry'd ay the gree awa : J 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And wow! but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a”. 


He was a man without a clag, 
His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to-the weapon-ſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The fiend a ane amang them a'. 


And was not Willy well worth 1 
He wan the love of and ſma';_. 

For, after he the bride had kiſs'd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale-ſale a. 

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a', 


And 
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And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd,. 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. . 


And was na Willy a great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as e er was ſeen? ' 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been ? 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, | 
Wich bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are ſair; 
Gae ca' your bride and maidens in, 
For Willy he dow do nae mair. 


Then reſt ye, Willy, I'll gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring; 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple Pont, 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. ' _. 
Then ftraight he to the bride did . $i 
Says, well's me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing Willy's ſhanks are ſair, 
And I am come to fill his place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 
O! Willy has a wanton leg: 
For we't he learns us a' to ſteer,” 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring ; 
We will find nae fic dancing here, 
If we want Willy's wanton fling. 


* 
— — — 
— 


Tune, The gallant ſohremaker. 
\ Oung Philander woo'd me lang, 


But I was peeviſh, and forbad him; 
I wadna tent his loving ſang, 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him. 
Ilk morning when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty going ; 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 
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My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 
My cheeks, which coral-like appear'd, 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : 
Ah! we may ſee ourſelves to be 
Like ſummer-fruit that is unſhaken ; 
When ripe they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by corruption quickly taken. 


Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before 'tis evil ; 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, 
But five and twenty is the devil. 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, [ 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 
Women are like other fruit, 
They loſe their reliſh when too mellow. 


If opportunity be loſt, f 
You'll find it hard to be regained ; 
Which now I may tell to my coſt, 
Though but my ſell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 
Leſt you be ſcoff d for being ſcoffers, 


I, op fond expreſſions, thought 
That ifi his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, * 
And, paſt my hope, he's gane a- ranging. 
Dear ft ran then take my advice, * 
And let na coyneſs prove your ruin: 


: 


| 
| 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, ** 
Your ſuitors will give over wooing. 3 | 
Then maiden auld * nam'd will be, 3 | 
And in that fretfu' rank be number'd, | 

As lang as life; ard when ye die, 
Wich leading apes be ever cumber'd: 
B b 4 
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A puniſhment, and hated brand, | 
ith which nane of us are contenited ; 
Then be not wiſe behind che hand, 
That the miſtake may be prevented. 


* W „ —· ACA. e mn ia ith. rei 
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7 Virgin kind! we-canna tell 
| How many many thanks we owe you, 
For * out to us ſae well 
ſe very rocks that did o erthrow you ; 
And we your leſſon ſae ſhall mind, 
That e' en tho' a' our kin had fw ore it, 
Ere we ſhall be an hour behind, 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 


We'll catch all winds blaw in our ſails, 

And ſtill keep out our fla d pinnet: 
If young Philander anes a als 

To ſtormulove's fort, then he ſhall win it: 
We may indeed, for m 

Preſent our forces for re 


ice: * 


But we ſhall quickly lay them by, 


_ contribute to UP $56 5GH 


Tune, Wo#'s a es funaer, 
Orea on, ſpe eak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a * that's ſinking > al 
© Thoſe = her that ſoon will want . 
When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler face, and ſilk attire, 
lady rich, in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alake poor me! il now conſpire 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom, 


No more the ſhepherd Who excell d 
The reſt, * _ un 


"3: 
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Shall now his Peggy's: praiſes tell, 

Ah! I can die, but never ſunder, 
Ye meadows where we-often ſtray d. 

Ye banks where we were wont to wander. 
Sweet-ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 


You'll loſe your fwerts when we're afunder. 


Again, ah | ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with filent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, _ 
And wonder at thy manly beauty? 
Hear, Heav'n, while ſolemnly I vow, 
Though thou ſhouldf prove a wand'ring lover, 
Through life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
N or be a wife to any other. | 3 


L 
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K * Tusa fle, 
Hen hope was uite ſunk in def ir, 
W My bart: it _ going. tobreak; 
My life appear'd worthleſs 
But now I will ſave t for t 2 
Where e er my love — 
Where: ever he lodges by 
With me his dear image ſhall 
And my ſoul keep him ever in ol 


— — 
n the gen 0 wn 
Hope time away En thow-ap 

To lock thee for-ay in th arms. 
Whilſt thou was a ſhepherd, I priz z'd 

No higher d in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 

To a height that's becoming thy wife. 


For beauty that's only ſkin-dee 
Muſt fade like. the gowans af May; 
But inwardly rooted will keep 


For ever, without a decay, 
Bbz Nor 
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Nor age, nor the changes of life, ' 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, - 


And the hufband have ſenſe to approve. 


1 


Tune, O'er the hills and far away. 


ET meaner beauties uſe their art, 
And range both Indias for their dreſs, 
Our fair can captivate the heart 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 
More bright unborrow'd beauties ſhine ; 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkles with luſtre more divine 
When freed of ev'ry foreign grace. 


The tawny nymph on ſcorching plains, 
May uſe the aids.of gems and paint, 
Deck with brocade in Tyrian ftains 
Features of ruder form and taint, 
What Caledonian ladies wear, | 
Or from the lint or woollen twine, * y 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 
Whate'er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat becomes the fair,' 
The dirty dreſs may lovers cool; 
But clean, our maids need have no care, - 
If clad in linen, filk, or wool. _ N 
T' adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe ? 
3 Her active charms our praiſe demand, 
1 Clad in a mantua from the fleece, 
ö * Spun by her own delightful hand. 
| Who can behold Caliſta's eyes, 
Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, 


And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 
To rival more ſuperior charms ? 


2 


| Compar'd 


— 
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Compar'd withsthoſs the diamond's dull, 

Lawns, ſattins, and: the. velvet fade; 
The ſoul; with har attractions full, 

Can never be by thefe-betray'd. 
Sapphira, all o'er native ſweets, l 

ot the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 

Her wit her character completes, 

Her ſmile her lovers ſighs rewards. 
When ſuch firſt beauties lead the way, 

Th' inferior rank will follow ſoow z 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 

But trade encourag'd be in tune. 


Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 
And flax that on the valleys blooms; 
Shall make the naked nations love, 
And bleſs the labour of our looms : 
We have enough, nor want from them 
But trifles hardly worth our care 
Yet for theſe triftes let them claim 
What food and cloth we have to ſpare. 
* How happy's Scotland in her fair! 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
By acting thus with virtuous, care, 
Again the golden age recal: 
Enjoying them, Edina ne er 
Shall miſs a court; but ſoon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. 


Barbarity ſhall yield. to ſenſe, 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, 
When ſach dear angels in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts, 
Bleſs'd guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delight and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fx d be your health, 
Till, tir'd wich earth, you mount above. 
* N FIE! 


— . 
—  - — 


—— 
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IE! Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
Which meaner beauties uſe, . _ .- 
Who think they ne'er ſecure our hearts, 
Unleſs they ftill refuſe : N 
Are coy and ſhy, will ſeem to frown 
To raife our paſſion higher ; 5 
But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls deſire. 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 
Or ſtop you know not why; 

Your bluſhes and your eyes betray. 
Whar death you mean to die : 

Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more be croſt; 

Ah! Liza, when the joys are known, 
You'll curſe the minutes loſt. 


= 


, 4 


* 1 


2 1 


Tune, Charming Sal). 


Or all the trades from eaſt to weſt, 
The cobler's paſt contending z, 
He's like in time to prove the beſt, 
Who ev'ry day is mending. 
How great his praiſe who can amend 
The ſoals of all his neighbours, 
Nor is unmindful of his end, 
But to his laſt ſtill labours. Cn. CorrEr. 


3 —_— 


1 


1 IN winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
| + And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 
f And Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
| | Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill; 
Then Bell my wife, wha loves na ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, ; 
Get up, man, ſave Cromy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 1 
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My Cromy is an uſeful cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kyne;. 
Aft has ſhe wat the bairns mou”, | 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne: 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 

The ſun ſhines in the lift fou hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end. 


Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good gray cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now ' tis ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this mony a year : 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die ; 
Then I'll be proud, fince I have fworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


* 


In days when our King Robert rang, 
His hoſe they coſt but half a crown; 
Yet ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and lown. 
He was the King that wore the crown, 
And thou a man of laigh degree; 
"Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
 Sae tak your auld cloak about ye. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
J think the world is a' gane daft, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule : 1 
Do ye not ſee Rob, ock, zu * | 
ow they are gir antly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wate tis thirty year 
Since we did ane anither ken ; 

And we have had between us twa 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Alas! W 


60286 ) 


Now they are wom 
I wiſh and pra TITTY they be 4 
And if — — a good 


E'en tala your auld cloak — 


Bell my wife, ſhe loves na ftrife, 
But ſhe wad guide me if ſhe can; 
And, to maintain an eaſy life, 
I aft man — thought I'm goodman: 
Nought's to- — — 

| Unleſs ye give her a the 

Then I'll leave af where L 2 
And tale my auld eloalł about me. 


Tune, PH never' leave thee. 


ONE day I heard Mary ſay, How ſhall T leave thee ? 
Stay, dearefti/rdems, tay, why wiltthowprieveme ? 
Alas wad fond heartwilbbreale,ifthouſh gave me: 

I'll live — die for th fake, yet never leave thee. 


— — — 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, has Mary deceiv'd thee ? 


Did e'er her young heart betray new — — 
, ? 
My conſtant love ne'erſtiall ſtray,thoy may believe me. 


I'll love thee, lad, night and 7 and never leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming youth, what can relieve thee ? 
Can Mary thy anguiſh ſoothe.? this breaſt ſliall receive 


(thee, 


My paſſion can ne'er decay,. never deceive thee z 


Delight ſhall drive pain away, pleaſure revive thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, how ſhall I leave thee ? 
O ! that thought. makes me * IE never leave thee. 
Where would my Adonis fly ? why does he grieve me? 

r I ſheuld leave thee. 


ow THE 
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FIE carle he came o'er the craft, 
And his beard new ſhaven, 

He look'd at me as he'd been daft, 
The carle trows that I wad hae him. 
Howt awa' I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth I winna hae him ; 
For a' his beard's new ſhaven, 
Ne'er I bit will I hae him. 


A filler broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curtchea nooked, 
I wor'd a wee upon my breaſt ; 
But ſoon, alake! the tongue o't crooked; 
And ſae may his: I winna hac him, 
Na forſooth I winna hae him, 
Ane twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt, 
Sac ony fool for me may hae him, 


The carle has nae fault but ane, - 
For he has land and dollars plenty ; 

But, wae's me for him ! ſkin and bane 

Is no for a plump laſs of twenty. 

Howt awa' I winna hae him, 
Na forſgoth I winna hae him; 

What ſignifies his dirty riggs 
And caſh, withouta man wi' them ? 


But ſhould my cankard daddy gar 

Me tak him, 'gainſt my inclination, 
I warn the fumbler to beware 

That antlers dinna claim their tation. . 
Howt awa' I winna hae him, 

Na forſooth I winna hae him; , 
I'm fleed to crak the haly band, 

Sac lawty ſays I ſhould. na. hae him. | 


— 
—_— 


Ne'er a fit, quo” Jenny, for my tacher good, 


J ſaid to Jenny, Jenny, wilt thou do't ? | 
| For 
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For my tocher good 1 thee. 
E'en's ye like, quo' Joeky, ye may let A N 


I hae 2 and gear, I hae land enough, 

I hae ſeven good owfen ga ina oh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, * inleing o'er the lee; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


I hae a good ha' houſe, a barn, and a byre, 
A ſtack afore the door, I'll mak a rantin fire, 
I I mak a rantin fire; and merry fall we be; 
| And gin ye winna tak me, can let ye be. 


enny ſaĩd to Jocky. in ye winna tell. 
f ye'lt be the lad; I's be-the laſs myſel; 
For ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to tak-me than to let me be. 


ln. _ oc 


M* ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 
T' accept heart which he 41. thee z 
And, as your conftant ſlave,” 
8 e for its faithfulneſs reward it: 

Tis proof o“ ſhot to birth'or money,” 
But yields to what is ſweet and 
Receive it then with a kifs and 4 


There's my thumb it will — 


How tempting ſweet theſe fps of thine are? 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That when in pools T fer thee clean them, 
They carry away my heart between them; 

I wiſh, and I wiſh, white ir gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain! 

Though kith and kin ſhould a' revile ther, 
There s my thumb Pl neꝰ er beguile thee. 


Alane through flow'ry Hows I dander, 
Tenting m Socks leſt. t ſhould wander F 
Gin thou'll gas Font Il nc dat thee gaily, 
And gie my thumb I'll ne'er — thee. 
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O my dear laſſie! it is but daffin, 

To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin; 
That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 
O ſay Yes! and II ne'er beguile thee. 


— 


— Q I — — A... » Ml .oa Da 4h 4. c 8 


O Saw ye Johny cumin, quo” ſhe, 
Saw ye Johny cumin ; 

O ſaw ye Johny cumin, quo' ſhe, 
Saw ye Johny cumin ; 

O ſaw ye Johny cumin, quo' ſhe, 
Saw ye Johny cumin ; | 

Wi' his blew bonnet on his head, 
And his dogie rinnin, quo' ſhe, 
And his dogie rinnin ? 


O fee him, father, fee him, quo” ſhe, 
Fee him, father, fee him. 
O fee hin, father, &c. 
For he is a gallant lad, and a well-doin, quo' ſhe, 
And a' the wark about the town | 
Gaes wi' me when I ſee him, quo? ſhe, 
Gaes wi” me when I ſee him. 


O what will I do wi' him, quo”, 
What will I do wi” him? 
He has ne'er a coat upon his back, 
And I hae nane to gie him. 
I hae twa coats into my kiſt, 
And ane of them Fl} gie him: 
And for a merk of mair tee, 
Dinna ſtand wi' him, quo' ſhe, 
Diana ſtand wi' him. 


For well do Lloe him, quo' ſhe, well do I foe him: 

For well do I Joe him, quo ſhe, well do I loe him. 

O fee him, father, fee him, quo ſhe, 35 
Fee him, fee im, fee him: | 


He'll 
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He'll had the plough, thraſh in the barn, 
And crack with me at e en, quo' ſhe, | 
And crack wi” me at een. | 


— * * n ata. a 


— — 
EY 


Hat beauteous ſcenes inchant my fight ! 
| How cloſely yonder vine 
Does round the-elm's ſupporting height 
Her wanton ringlets twine ? 
That elm, no more a barren ſhade,  - «+ 
Is with her clufters crown'd ; | a 
And that ſame vine, without his aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 
Had crept, &c. | 
Let this, my fair, incline thy heart 
Connubial joys to prove ; 
Yet mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtlels ruſh on love, . 
Know thy own joy, and bleſs to hear, 
| Vertumnus loves thy charms, 
The youthful god that rules the year, 
And keeps ty groves from harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow, 

_ His love remains the ſame ; ' 

On him alone thy heart beſtow, 

And crown his conſtant flame. 

So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 

| Deform thy blooming {pring ; 
So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 
_ Their wonted tribute bring, Cc. 


— — 


Cor. NE ſtill O ye winds, and attentive ye ſwains, 
g | Tis Phebe invites, and replies to my ſtrains. 


The ſun never roſe on, ſearch all the world through, 
A ſhepherd ſo bleſs d, or a fair-one ſo true. 


Pa, 
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Pu. Glide ſoftly, ye ſtreams ; ye nymphs, round me 
Tis Colin commands, and enlivens my ſong. (throng ; 
Search all the world over, you never will dad 

A maiden ſo bleſs d, or a ſhepherd © kind. 


Cor. When Phebe is with me, the ſeaſons are gay, 
And winter's bleak months are as pleaſant as May ; 
The ſummer's'gay verdure till ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And linnets and nightingales ſing through the meads. 


Pr. When Colin is abſent, tis winter all round; 
How faint is the ſun-ſhine, how barren the ground? 
Inſtead of the linnet or — ſong, 

I hear the hoarſe croaking of frogs all day long. 


Cor. Ober hill, dale, and valley, my Phebe and 1 
Together will wander, and love ſhall be by; 

Her Colin ſhall guard her ſafe all the day long, 
Which Phebe at night will repay with a ſong. 


Pa. By moon-light, when ſhadows glide over the plain, 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arm Rall ſuſtain: | 
The dark haunted grove I can trace without fear, 

Or ſleep in a church-yard, if Colin is there, 


Cor. Ye ſhepherds, that wanton it over the plain, 
How fleeting your tranſport, how laſting your pain ? 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind ſhe, 

And learn to be happy from Phebe and me. 


Pu. Yenymphs, who the pleaſures of love never try d, 
Attend to my. ſtrains, and let me be your guide: 
Your hearts keep from pride and inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Colin and me. ; 


CHORUS. Footy, 
"Tis love, like the ſun, that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear; 
Our pleaſure it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 


Adds joy to the night, and enlivens the day. 
* Ce | Tell 
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| El me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
At noon thou feed'ſt thy fleecy care; 

Direct me to the ſweet retreat, 

That guards thee from the mid-day heat: | 

Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, 3200 

Without a — and loſe my way. 

| Where reſt at noon thy bleating care? 

Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where. 19, 


Is it near the fountain's brink, 
Where thy tender e drink? 
Or is it near the purling —4 "7 
Beneath the oſiers duſk 

As they nimbly ſkip an cr 

On the green-beſpangl'd ground? 
Where they ſtray I cannot think ; 
Tell me, ear one, where they drink. 


Early ere che day did dawn, 
Have I tript it o'er the lawn: 
Thus, o'erwhelm'd with grief, I rove 
To ſeek thy flock, and find my love, 
In ev'ry vale, on hill, and plain; 
But, alas I ek in vain: D OR 
Reward my toil, and eaſe my ae, 
Tell me, charming ſhepherd, where. 


Fel of che virgin throng, 
Doſt thou ſeek thy ſwain's abode ? 
See yon fertile vale, along 

The new-worn path the flocks have trod, 
Purſue the prints their feet have made, 
And they n How to the ſhade. 


* _ — — _— 


5 F770 
Aſte, 1 my . ad let us nimbly go 


Our am'rous Journey through this 3 waſte ; 
Haſte, | 
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Haſte, my rain-deer, ſtill, ſtill, thou art too flow ; 
Impetuous love demands the lightning's haſte. 


Around us far the ruſhy moors are ſpread, 
Soon will the ſun withdraw his chearful ray; 
Darkling and tir'd we ſhall the marſhes tread, 
No lay unſung to cheat the tedious way. 


The watry length of theſe unjoyous moors 
Does all the flow'ry meadows pride excel ; 

Through theſe I fly to her my ſoul adores ; 
Ye flow'ry meadows, empty pride, farewel. 


Each moment from the charmer I'm confin'd, 
My breaſt is tortur'd with impatient fires : 

F Y, my rain-deer, fly ſwifter than the wind, 

y tardy feet wing with my fierce deſires. 


Our pleaſing toil will then be ſoon o'erpaid, 

And thou, in wonder loſt, ſhalt view my fair; 
Admire each feature of the lovely maid, 

Her artleſs charms, her bloom, her ſprightly air. 


But, lo ! with graceful motion there ſhe ſwims, 
Gently removing each ambitious wave, 

The crouding waves tranſported claſp her limbs: 
When, when, O when ſhall I ſuch freedoms have | 


In vain, ye envious ſtreams, ſo faſt ye flow, 
To hide her from a lover's ardent gaze ; 
From ev'ry touch ye more tranſparent grow, 


And all reveal'd the beauteous wanton plays. 


— 1 * 


Son as the day begins to waſte, 
Straight to the well-known door I haſte, 
And, rapping there, I'm forc'd to ſtay, 
While Molly hides her work with care, 

Adjuſts her tucker and her hair, 
And nimble Beckie ſcours away. 


Cc2 Ent'ring, 


} 
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Ent'ring, I ſee in N 0 - ht 


A ſudden ſmiling joy 


As quickly check'd 1 — 
She drops a — 1 


| Receives à kiſs, one ſtep —_— "F 


If ſuch I love, am I to blame ? 


I fit, and talk of twenty things, 
Of Sguth-ſca ſtock, or death of kings, 
While only Yes or No'cries Molly ; 
As cantious ſhe conceals her thoughts, 
As others do their private faults ; 
Is this her prudence, or her folly ? 


Parting, I kiſs her lip and 8 
I han Lang — 2m her ſnowy 


ſay, F wowel, 1 ** Mol) 
8 Nan ang, and T6. | ** 


* me ke bes! a love, or ey a 


No ; both by ſober KDE, mos | 
She prudence ſhews, and I true love, 

No ll he m folly can be laid: 
Then, till the marriage-rites uim'd 
Shall join our hands, let us be nam'd 


" 


L . 


The conſtant N 1. virtuqus maid. 


* JI 


| Tune, * vater. . 
Y Chloe is the ſnow-drop fair, 


Curling endive is her hair, 

The fragrant jes'mine'is her breath, 
White kidney-beans her even — 
Two daifes are her ſhining eyes, 
Her breaſts like ſwelling muſhrooms riſe, 
Her waiſt the tall and upright fir ; 


But, "TX her heart is „ 


| Blow, 
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Bro. ye bleak winds, around my head. 
And ſoothe my heart's corroding care; - 

Flaſh round my brows, ye lightning red, | 

And blaſt the laurels planted there: 

But may the maid, where · e er ſhe be, 

Think not of f my diſtreſs nor me. 


\ 


Let all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind, I, 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no remembrance leave behind. 
But may the maid, where-e'er foe be, &c. 


O! may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reſt ; 
Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor, 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt. 


Come, death, O] come, thou friendly ſleep, 
And with my ſorrows lay me low ; 

And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp nor laſting be her woe, 


E ſwains that are courting a maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me; 
Though ſmall experience I've had, 
Pl give you good counſel and free. 


The women are changeable things, 
And ſeldom a moment the ſame ; 
As time a variety brings, 
Their looks new humours proclaim. 


But who in his love would ſucceed, 
And his miſtreſs's favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it as ſure as his creed, 
To make hay while the ſun is ſerene. g 


There's a ſeaſon to conquer the fair, 


And that's when they re merry and gay: , | 
KEY To 
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To catch the occaſion take care; 
When tis gone, in vain may 4 


— — _ — 8 
Tune, Cath auch the — Hre. 
yer I love, by all that's true, 

More than all things here below, 
With a paſſion far more great 
Than e'er creature loved yet: 
And yet ſtill you cry, Forbear, 
Love no more, or love not hero. 


Bid the miſer leave his ore; 

Bid the wretched figh no more; 
Bid the old be young again; 
Bid the nun not think on man: 
Sylvia, when you this can do, 
Bid me then not © Oak of you. 


Love's not a of choice, but fate ; 

What makes me love, makes you to hate : 
E then do what you will; 
Eaſe or cure, torment or kill; 

Be kind or ceruel, falſe or tue, 14 


Love I muſt, and none but y. 


m - n 


Tune, Leith unnd. 


M* Celia's neck, more white than hon, 
With tranſport I deſery; | 
Eternal ſun-ſhine on her brow, 2 
And pleaſure in her eye. 
What though the yields in charms of face 
To part of womenkind ? _ 
Her's is the ſoul's attractive grace, 
And beauty of the mind. 


- Let others feaſt their raviſh'd fight 
On — that foon decay; 1 
r 
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Poor empty phantom of delight, 
And pageant of a day! 
From her the virtues, heav'nly train! 
Their influence mild diſpenſe; 
While, willing, I embrace the chain, 
A captive to good ſenſe. 


Let idiots, ſunk below mankind, 

Their bliſs in beauty place, 

Preferring, by dark error blind, 
A Venus to a Grace. 

But me the good, the chaſte, yet kind, 
Wound more than beauty's dart ; 

Unbiaſs'd reQtitude of mind, 
And honeſty of heart. 


Thus, while in Hymen's fabred bands, 

. 1 —4 of perſon 3 
e n lighted hands, 

„ — fleſh is Se: 

But us one common wiſh ſhall bound, 
One mutual fear controul, 

And of two hearts the ſtring nal ſound 
An nd * out. 


'TS beauty as ale uy I aeſpi iſe 

No diamonds can foirkle ike Celia's ET eyes; 

Let miſers with pleaſure ſurvey their bright daft, 

With far N rapture I view my fine 

Gold lock d in my coffers for me has no carne ; 
But its value I own, | | 
And I prize it alone, 

When it tempts n beauty to * to * arms 


HI Chloris, 'tis time to diſarm your bolt eyes, 
A And lay by your terrible glances ; - * 
— 


— Dc Oo O_o 


— — 


„ — h; A 2 


Come, let us mark the 
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We live in an age that's more civil and wiſe, 
Than to follow the rules of romances, © 


When once your round bubbies begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you not long time for courting ; 

And you'll find it a very hard taſk to hold out, 
For all maidens are mortal at 3 Belenr. 


=_ > 


4 2. et. 


— 


(One e eee = 7. 
And to the rural hamlets fly; — / | 
Behold, the want'ry ſtorms are gone, 
And gentle radiance 3 = | 
The birds awake, the 
Earth fpreads a 4s 4b * | 
*Tis joy and muſic all we. hear! 
"Tis love and beauty all we ſee ! 


_ ſpring, 
oO a p the buds, — wp - <A 


Till Pilomel ul bogs lg 1 
to pre 


; Lack 1 b 


And wiſely crop the blooming "ah 
For ſoon, too ſoon, it will be night. 
Alriſe, N.. rey and. come 1 Y 


—_— 


Tune, 1 are = + win &c. 


Lorella, firſt in charms and wit, 
In whoſe inchantin ſpeaking ehes 
All the bright ſoul's perfections fit, 
And ſuch reſiſtleſs magic lies: 
O! can you, thus divinely fair, 
_ Suppoſe your Damon inſincere ? 


N <0 


Let 
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Let m 1love-doubting nym h repair 
And ev'ry ſhining form ſurvey ; J 

And, if ſhe meets her equal there, 

Conclude her Danion infincere, 


Or, if my fair ſhould chance to paſs, 
What art for beauty's uſe delign'd, 

The bright, unſully'd, faithful glaſs, 
Itſelf = emblem of her mind ; 

Let her behold her image there, 

And own I can't be — 


Let her ſurvey the roſy bloom 
O'er all — lovely face confeſt, 
And let her ſparkling eyes aſſume _ . 
The fot that rob my ſoul of reſt ; 
And then, to bleſs my raviſh'd ear, 
Confeſs I can't be 1 3 


„ „ 


BEbeld the ſweet flowers * 
With all the bright beauties they wear; 
Vet none on the plain can be found, 
So lovely as Celia is fair. | | 
Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No —_— in flence remain; 
O ſend a fond lover your notes, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 
Oft- times, in a flowery vale, 
I breathe my complaint in a:ſong; 
Fair Flora attends my ſoſt tale, 
And ſweetens the Likes along. 
But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 
She frowning pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


0 oe „% „ 


| Come, 


— — — — 
— — 


Tis hard for maidens to 


Thy love and gifts I will revere, 
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(Come, Roſalind, O come and-ſee , 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee ; 

The flowers in all their ſweets appear, 1 7 
The fields their gayeſt beauties Wear. 


The joyful birds in ev'ry grove _ 
Do warble out their notes . 7 
For thee they ſing, the roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come. or 


Come, Roſalind, and Colin join, 
My tender flocks and all are thine : 
If ha and Roſalind be here, 


_ *Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 


Come ſee a cottage and a ſwain; En 1 
Thou can't my love nor gifts diſdain: 

Leave all behind, no! — | af 
For Calin calls thee, away. ab 


—— — — ————— — 
— 


AH Colin, + . 
To Roſalind would = ve but rye: 
lere, N 

Voung men ſo prone are to - = : | 


The warblers do their muſic, yield 

On ey'ry buſh, in ey'ry field: 

But while their muſic . 

e eee ee e r ö 


If Rofalind ſhould Colin take, 


And he his vows of love forſake, « 
After he has my favour won, 
Poor Roſalind 1s then undone. 


If Colin $ love is but ſincere; 
Thy Roſalind will not delay, 
W = 


IS 


ther | 1.644 
Tune, Happy Baurs. 
Reedom is a real treaſure, 
Love a dream, all falſe and vain ; 
Short, uncertain is the pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the pain. 
A ſincere and tender paſſion -_ 
Some ill planet over-rules ; 
Ah, how blind is inclination ! 2 
Fate and women doat on fools. | WorszLI Ex. 


Hg rimful of nothing's the life of a beau? 
They've nothingtothink of, they've nothing to do; 

Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know. 

Such, ſuch is the life of a beau, 

Such, ſuch is the life of a beau. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; , 
Spend the morning innothing but curling their hair ; 
And do nothing all day, but ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare. 
For nothing, at night, to the play-houſe they croud ; 


To mind nothing done there, they always are proud, 
But to bow, N to grin, and talk nothing aloud. 
For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 

And for nothing, at cards a fair partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt be beaſted who've nothing at all. 
For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear, (fear; 
For they ve nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to 
They nothing are no where, who nothing are here. 


* 8 — — * — i — PX 


Indneſs hath reſiſtleſs charms, 
4%. All beſides can weakly move; 
Fierceſt anger it diſarms, | 
And clips the wings of flying love. 


Beauty 
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Beauty does the heart invade, | 

Kindneſs only can 

It gilds the lover's — 5 
And . pleav'd, a vain. 


= 
0 


* 4 ö * 
: 
A = 


| Low — charnat, Anita qrontire, | 
Kind invades of my heart: 
Grac'd with ev'ry-giftof nature 
'Grac'd with every help of ar. 
Oh! could IT but make thee love me, 
A As thy charms my heart have mov 
eee. . 101 
e PAP Morrave. 


— — — — 


"Hat all en bern. we fen may ce 
£ $47 PE ggars there are of ev'ry degree, 


Though none are ſo bleſs'd or {6 happy as we, 
Which no body can deny; deny, \ | 
Which no body can deny. + 


The tradeſman he begs that his wares you would buy, 

Then begs you'd believe that the price is not high; 

Swears "tis at prime coſt, but he tells . a Je, 
Which no body can deny, r. 

The lawyer he begs that you'd give YR 2 fee, (plea, 


Thou hl he ans not your brief, nor . ws 1 
; Irie fn te get adecree. 
The courtier he begs for a penſion or lace,.. , 
A title, a ribband, or fmile from his Grace, 
"Tis dus to his merit, "ris writ in his face. 


But if by miſha he del chance-to get none, 
He begs you'd believe the whole nation's undone ; 
There's bet one — man. HR himſelf is that one. 


'S > 


The fair-one ſhe labours whole mornings at home, 
New charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe tis her natural bloom. 


The lover he bon the ON „ to comply, 
She begs N with languiſhing ee = 
Still bp he woul . "for a maid ſhe can't die. 


i * 


TR] TT you — ** einn 10 . _ —— —— ——  _ 


== the world is ; lottery, W man can doubt? 
When born we're put in, when dead we're drawn 


1. Kant: 
And though tickets Ares by che fool and che wiſe, | 
Vet tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a prize. 
Sing tantara rara, faols all, fools all, nt 
Sing tantara rara, folls all. n 


The court has itſelf a bad lottery's 6005 

Where ten draw a blank before one dra ws a place. 

For a ticket in law who would give you thanks ? 

For that wheel contains ſcarce any but blanks, 
Sing tantara rara, keep out, &c. 


Meng doctors and lawyers ſome good ones are found, 
But, alas! they arerare as the ten thouſand pound. 
How ſcarce is a prize, if with women you deal ? 
Take care how you marry—for Oh!] in that wheel, 
Sing tantara rara, blanks all, &c. | 


SS - , 28 Vyzsw 


That the ſtage is a lottery, by all ' tis aged, 

Where Aeg are damn'd ere one can wt 
The blanks are ſo many, the prizes ſo few,” | 
We all are undone, : "anteh eſs kindly you | 


1855 tantara ga N all, ' © "ws 


Se ba " ＋ 


O heal the wound a bee had made 
Upon my Kitty's face, 
Honey upon L cheek the laid, 
And bid me kiſs = 2 


— —„— 


Pleas'd 


» 
7 
z 

CJ 
[IS | 
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Pleas'd I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib' d both ſweet and ſmart ; 
The honey on my lips I found, 
* ting within my heart. 


E 


s © 


w = 


WI Hen love and youth cannot make way, 
1 4 Wich the fair avail, | 
0 to Cupid's gentle ſwa 
What art dan then prevail? oh 


III tell you, Strephon, a receipt 
Of a moſt ſoy"reign pow's ; 
* the ſtubborn would defeat, 

drop a golden ſhow'r. | 

This method try'd enamour'd Jove, 
Before he could obtain 

The cold, regardleſs Danae's love, 
Or conquer her diſdain. ; 


By Cupid's ſelf I have been told, 
He never wounds a heart 
So deep, as when he es with 6 


T*. _—_ piercing dart 


N 
\ 


lo 9 
» * : 


— OI. OI 0” ä — tn Mon — 


1 Wg here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 


Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 
How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay? 
Content inſpir d for rn rural lay : 
'The birds 1 in liveher concert ſung, 
'The grapes in thicker cluſters „ e 
All lock d as joy could never fail, 1 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. | 


But now, ſirice good Palemon dy'd, 


The chief of n uy the . 


No- 


5 24301 "1 _—= T 
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Now Arno's ſons muſt all give __ 
To northern ſwains, an iron race : 

All taſte of pleaſure now is o'er, 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more ; 
The muſes droop, the Goths prevail: 
Adieu! the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


'T HE new-flown birds, the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May ; 
Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſkip gay: 
Wide-ſpreading trees their leafy ſtade 
O'er half — lain extend, 
Or in reflecting 8 untains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring branches bend. 


Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And blefs the riſing yer: 
O! how my ſoul grows fc 4 of time, 
Till thou, my love 
Then ſhall I pafs the —.— day, 
Warm in thy 57 's ſhine, 
When thy den flock Tha ſport and play, 
And intermix with mine. 


For thee of doves a milk-white pair 
In filken bands I hold, 

For thee a frſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold. 

If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 

My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
= offer'd up with theſe. 


ER” — a 


N vain the force: of female chan, 


In vain their offer d love 274 
D d 2 ': *: Their 


( 316 ) 
Their ſmile, their air, nor all their charms, 
My paſſion can remove ; | 


For all that's fair and Ind 
In Chloe's form, in Chloe's mind. 


Let Celia all her wit acer 
That glitters while it kills; 
My heart diſdains the feeble ray, 
Nor light nor heat it feels : 
For all that 's bright and gay I find 
In Chloe's form, In Chloe's mind. 


Fair Flavia ſhines in gems of d, 
And uſes all her arts; go! 

Not richeſt chains my heart can hold, 
Unpierc'd by diamond darts : 

For all that's rich and fair I find 

In Chloe's form, in Chloe's nd, 


Thoſe notes, ſweet Myra, now give o er, 
That once had pow'r to wound; 

When Chloe ſpeaks they are no more. 
But mix with common ſound * 

All grace, all harmony I find 

In hloe n in Chloe's (na, 


E. 


Sue dap 0 1 b ub, ſo calm. 60 bright, 
N The bridal of the earth and { 
The dew ſhall IE fall nc i 

For thou, with all thy ſweets muſt die. 


Sweet roſe, ſo fr and ſo brave, 
Dazzling ha beholder's eye, 
Thy root is ever in its grave, | 
nd thou, with all thy ſweets, muſt die. 


Sweet Thi pring, full of ſweet days and roſes, 
A Kay where ſweets compacted lie, 
the-- long ere all thy fragrant poſies, | 
With all their ſweets, — fade and die. R 
weet 


| * a — LOS 
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Sweet love alone, ſweet wedded love, 8 7 
To thee no period is aſſign d! | 
Thy tender joys by time improve, } 

In death itſelf the moſt reſin d. 


Tune, If cer I do well "is a wonder. 


VV Hen, betimes in the morn, to the fields we repair, 
There to range where the game may be ſeated, 
At the ſound of the horn, all diſturbance and care 


Fly away at the noiſe, as defeated. -- 
When the hounds give the cry, care and ftrife then does 
Having nothing at all to oppoſe it ; _ (My, 


Away goes the fox to his holes in the rocks, 
As the lawyers and ſtateſmen their cloſer. 


When the game breaks away, then we call up the 
And raiſe up a hallo to chear them; _ (hounds, 
So the echo, that then through the woods does reſound, 
| Rejoices their hearts that do hear them: 
Then Jingler doth roar, hearing Jowler before, 
Rare muſic make Sweet-lips and Mally ; 2 
The muſical noiſe makes the huntfmen rejoice, 
And the ſquat makes the pack for to rally. 


When, caſting about, we find her anew, x 
Then we call up the hounds that are ſtraying ; 
Coming up with a ſhout, we give them a view, 
While we're able to keep her a-playing. - 
And when ſhe grows weak, and her life is at take, 
And we're able to make her a ſeizure, , 
"Tis then at our will, to ſave, or to kill, 
Then home we return at our leiſure. 


And when we come home, we get as good cheer 
As our kind ww dames can provide us; 
We drink and carouſe with ſtrong ale and beer, 


Having nothing at all to divide us. 
—_— We 
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We riſe in a we dance and we ſling,” | 
We've enough of our own, need not bortow : 
Can the court of à king yield a pleaſanter thing? 
We're to-day juſt as we'll be to-morrow. - 


* 
—— — —— — — _—  — CEE. T— —— — —U— — — 


YE madcaps of England, who merry would make, 
3 And ſpend all your fortune for jollity's ſake, 
Come over to Flanders, and there you ſhall ſee 
How merry we'll make, how jovial we'll be. 

Sing tantara rara, boys drink, boys drink, 


Sing tantara rara, boys drink. 


If you are a citizen broke by miſchance, 

And would by your courage your credit advance, 
Tis needleſs to take any thought for your lives, 

Providing you leave a good friend by your wives. 
Sing tantara Tara, boys drink, &c. 


And when that ye come to your enemies land, 

Where hens, geeſe, and turkies ye have at command, 

There take em, and have em, or let em alone, 

You muſt go and catch em, or elſe you'll get none. 
Sing tantara rara, make ſhift, &c, 


And then if ye come to your enemies walls, 

Where many a gallant young gentleman falls, 

If ye die, when ye've done the beſt that ye can, 

The captain rewards ye, There dies a brave man. 
Sing tantara rara, that's all, &c. 


And if you ſhould loſe but an arm or a leg, 

The officer gives you his paſs for to beg; 

Although that he promiſe you ſome better pay, 

Yet that never happens, no not till doom's day. 
Sing tantara rara, long time, &c, 


OT Ire 


Tune, 
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Qlnce, my fair-one,you aſk me, what liſe I would chuſe, 
I prithee diſtruſt not the truth of my muſe ; | 

Though I tell you in rhime, yet believe me fincere, 
1'1l peak in plain terms, have the patierſce to hear. 
To thy ſelf, thy dear ſelf, are my wiſhes confin'd ; x 

I ſigh for your perſon, but doat on your mind: | 
So eaſy your conduct, your wit your air, | 
Tis the meaneſt perfection you have, that you're fair. 


I'd repine not at fortune, abounding or ſmall, - 
Since without thee is nothing, and with thee is all: 
For a needful ſupport nefertialel I would move ; 
Tis hard for a lady to live upon love. | 


To the town, with content, I would ſoon, bid adieu; 
Since I find all politeneſs is center'd in yon: 

To ſome quiet retirement we both would repair, 
Your joy my ambition, your pleaſure my care. 
Thus, my angel, our lives would roll gently away, 
And 1 be the buſineſs alone of ws Gay N 
One article more will complete my deſign, | 
That this may be your wiſh as much as 'tis mine. 


CR 


9 


Tune, Why heawves my fond boſom, &c. 

MY Colin did aſk me, what life I would chuſe ? 

(To anſwer his queſtions I will not refuſe), = 
If to live in the country, or town be my choice ? = 
If ſolitude pleaſes, or hurry and noiſe ? — _. 
Whate'er pleaſes Colin, muſt always pleaſe me; 
With him I am happy where-ever I be: 
The amuſements in town with my Colin I'll ſhare ; 
The country delights me if Colin is there. 


The country, my chartner, the country I love ; 
* then, my Eliza, the country will _ 


©. OD 
Diſtaſteful to Colin, if you are not there, f 
His pleaſures to heighten, and in them to ſhare. - 
Will chen my Eliza go chearfully down _ © 
With me to the country, and leave the gay town? 
And will the dear creature, to pleaſe her fond ſwain, 
Give up her aſſemblies, and balls, without pain? 


Though once an aſſembly could ive me delight, 
Though once I was fond of a ball every 944 
Vet now theſe amuſements inſipid muſt prove, 
And yield to the pleaſures of friendſhip and love. 
In theſe thy Eliza true happineſs finds, | 
A happineſs form'd on an union of minds. 
Then with my dear Colin I'll chearfully go, 
And give up the town with its nonſenſe and ſhow. 


Thy chearful N my charmer, my wife, 
Has giv'n thy fond Colin new ſpirit and life. 
I never knew happineſs till I knew thee 
Is wedlock a bondage? I would not be free. 
In my dear Eliza I'm perfectly bleſt, + 

And nothing from henceforth my peace can moleſt: 
Ev'n friendſhip, the beſt of all bl s in life, 
Ev'n friendſhip itſelf I enjoy in © * 


8 


Tune, She roſe and loot me in. 
*Ranſporting charmer of my heart, 
Dear cauſe of all my joy, | 
Whoſe image fixed in my breaſt, 
Does all my thoughts employ ! 
Though length ning plains between us ſtretch, 
Vaſt mountains twixt us riſe, 


Spite of all diſtance, mighty love 
Preſents thee to my eyes. 


Whene'ef I take my filent walk 
Along the lonely glade, 


Kind 
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Kind fancy to my raptur'd thoughts 


Preſents my charming maid. 

When from the mountain's tow'ring „e 
Wide-opening ſcenes I view, 

Hills, woods, and lawns my eyes ſurvey, 
My ſoul ſees only you. 


SUnmer' s heat the town PTA 
All repair to cooling ſhades : 

How inviting, how delighting, 

Are the hills and flow'ry meads ? 


Here where lovely Hamp ſtead ſtands, 
And the neig Bbodrin 55 commands, 
What fi nos, 1 — K if 

All aroun 


Here ever rg mou 2 | 
There verdant lawns delight our eyes; 
Where Thames wanders'in meanders,” 
Lofty domes approach the ſkies.” 


Here are grottos, purling ſtreams, 
And ſhades de 2 Titan's beams, 
flowers, 


Roſy bowers, 


wa 2 


Lovers wiſhes, poets themes. 


Of the eryſtal bubbling well, | 
ife and ſtrength the current ſwell: 
ealth and pleaſure, heavenly treaſure, 
Smiling hare, united dwell. 


Here, nymphs and ſrains, indulge your heart, 
Share the joys our ſcene imparts; - 

Here be ſtrangers to all dangers, 

All but thoſe of Cupid's darts. 


— 


Tune, 


(6 424 ) 
1 Tune, Charmin & month of May. 4 ; 
4 O Razer s the country yields ! 
Joys the country yields, 


25 il 70 es make ſweet poſies, 
And new verdure decks the helds. | 


O! how pleaſant tis to view, 

- Wondrous pleaſant tis to view 
Freſh Aurora vie with Flora, 
And the cowſlips ſhine wich dew ! 


How delightful tis to hear ! 
O! delig tful tis to hear 
Blackbirds ſinging, and woods ringing, 
| While ſweet ep yrs fan the air | 


OI how pleaſing tis to praiſe, 
More than pleaſing tis to praiſe, | > 1144 
In green bowers, crown'd with , 


Chloe in unſtudy'd lays a 


But how charming tis to:ſpy ! 
More than charming tis to ſpy, | 
When purſuing love, ſweet ruin, 
Bluſhing cheeks =" 6h 3570 end | 


— = l —_ — 


* ä * * en * 


ND canſt thou my thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ore? 
It comes into my fancy, Ron 

I neer ſhall ſee thee more. 


He. Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
Too humble haughty Spain; 
8 . x 

For we ſhall meet again. 


She. Amidſt the foaming billows, 
Where thun'dring cannons rore, 
> You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And with yourſelf on ſhore. ' 
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He. I fear no land nor water, . 
I fear no ſword nor fire ; ita; b . 
For ſweet revenge and laughter | 
Are all that I deſire. 


She. May guardian protect thee 
rom — and ſteel; 1210 


A no fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


He, I leave to Heaven's protection 
My life, my only dear! 
You have my ſole affeftion, - 
So ſtill conclude me here. 


— 


H! aa ak, 
Say, ſay to what clime or what ſhore ? 
Will you tear him from me the ſincereſt, 
That ever lov'd mortal before ? | 


Ah! cruel hard-hearted to preſs him, 

And force the dear youth from my arms; 
Reſtore him, that I may careſs him, 

And ſhield him From. future alarms. 


In vain you inſult and deride me, 
And make but a ſcoff at my woes ; 
You ne'er from my dear ſhall divide "ne, 


I I follow where-ever he goes. 


D : 
any terror can have; 
. res as the ſlip makes its motion, 


"= ſoon ſhall the ſea be 48. grave. 
— — — 
80 16 1 my Chloe s boſom grace, 
How happy ſhould 1 2 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With . love? 
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There, Phenix-like, beneath her de, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou. gan 154 
More fragrant roſes there; 
I ſee thy with ring 1 N 
With envy vid ef 1 4 
One common fate we — maſt fore, if 
You die — — J. Gar. 


— £ 


N. 


NIN has power to 8 ſoul, 
By beauty nature's ſway d; | 
Each can the univerſe controul, 
—Withourtheother's aid. 


But here together boch appear, 
And fete united tr; 

Muſic inchants the liſt ning A 15 
And beauty charms che eye. 

What cruelty thoſe; pow'rs to join, 
Theſe trauſports who can bear ? 

Oh ! let the. ſound be leſs divine, 
Or look the n fair. 


N , 4 2 . 4 


— 


Olin, 9 one day, 
0 Becauſe day. in _ he loy'd 
Laugh'd at his flame, and mock 'd his fighs, 
Thus fervently to Joye — | 
O love thop ſov reign od ore, DEM. 
Who know'ft the Pains of lighted love, 
Hear a poor mortal's pray'r, and take 
— Allthe-whole ſex, for-pity's lake 3 
And then we men might live at caſe, 
Secure of happineſs and peace. "3, 


Jove kindly heard, he pray'd not ani 


And took the women-in a trice. - f 
err Wen 


(. 3% ): 
When Colin ſaw the coaſt was clear, 
For not a ſingle girl was there, T- 
Reflecting with himſelf, 'T'was kind, 
Says he, to gratify my mind: | 
But now my paſſion's o'er, O Jove! 
Give me Myrtilla back, my love! © © 
Let me with her on earth be bleſs'd, 
And _ in heaven all the reſt, 


8 _ _— 


qt Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain, 
The lift ning wretch forgot his pain; 
With art divine the lyre ſhe ſtrung, 

Like thee ſhe play d, like thee the ſung. 


For while the firuck the quiv'ring wire, 
The eager breaft was all on fire; 

And when fhe-jom'd the vocal lay, 
The captive ſoul was charm'd away! 
But had ſhe added ſtill to theſe 
Thy ſofter chaſter power to pleaſe, 


Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth, 
Thy native fmiles of artleſs truth; 


She ne'er had pin'd beneath diſdam, 


She ne'er had play'd and in rain, 
Dau air her ſoul. had nel er poſſeſs d 
o daſh on rocks the tender breaſt. 


1 
Wir r. Fanny, blooming fair, firſt met e 

gut; 
NR with 8 and air, felt a ftrange delight: 


gaz d, admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry 2 prais d, ſhe ſtole into my heart. 


In her bewitching eyes young fmiling loves appear: 
There Cupid baſking 2 bis ſhafts are border : 


"_ 
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Her blooming cheeles are dy d with colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride of roſes newly blown. 

Her well- turn q limbs confeſs the lucky hand of Jove, 
Her features all expreſs the beauteous queen of love. 


What flames my neryes invade, when I behold the 
Of that too lovely maid riſe, ſuing to be preſt ! (breaſt 


Venus round Fanny's waiſt hath her own ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Cupids grac'd, who ſport the . 
(round: 
How happy will he be who ſhall her zone unlooſe? 
That bliſs tu all but me may heav in and ſhe refuſe. 


- — — — 


— — * 


BNieone, to arms yourſelves prepare, 

Honour and glory call to war. 
Britons, to arms yourſelves prepare, &c. 
Renowned ſons of ancient fame, 
Do not your noble courage ſtain, 
Nor ſubmit tamely to proud Spain, 

O rare Britain} ß N 
You, who reign maſters of the ſeas, 
Shake off inglorious ſloth and eaſe; 
Exert yourſelves with force and might, 
And ſhew that Britons yet can fight, , 
And do your injur'd nation right. 
Hark ! how the trumpet to arms doth ſound, 

Where there's nothing but blood and wounds; 
Drums a- beating, colours flying, rb 
. . Cannons roaring, men a-dying : 
, Theſe are the noble effects of war. 
Diſplay your colours, mount your guns, 
5 Batter their caſtles and owns 1 
And let your thund' ring cannons roar, - 
Till bey the wonted peace reſtore, 
d the proud dons inſult no more. 


by 


» 
„ „ 
FREY 


Then 


, C a )) 


Then why ſhould we be daunted at all, 19h 
For to obey our general's call ab 951 1:5 
Fighting-for our church and . | 


Dying in ſo juſt a cauſe ? =: bn Ky + 
Theſe are the noble effects of war. 0 rare, &. 


—— _ — * 8 


— — — _ 


Al. —_——___—— 


T ta have vented my 9 on the ground, 
And lov'd my Myrtilla in vain ; 
Whilſt atrentive the deer ſtood around, 

To hear wretched Damon complain : 246 inet 
The blackbird in mourning ſat by, | 

And tears from the poplar did flow, 
The winds in compaſſion did figh, 

Kind echo repeated my woe. 


Would Myrtilla but patiently hear, 
What the logic of nature would aYC} 
She would learn from the blackbir and deer | 
To pity, becauſe I'm in love. | 
But ſhe ſcorns. me, and flies to the plain, 
Pleas'd only with bleating of ſhee 
She regards them much more 2 dean, 
Thus r poor Damon, ABEL. * 


Sure the gods have employ'd all their art 
To make her ſo fatally fair, 29 
And have plac d in her breaſt an hard heart 
To charm, then to make me 8 : 
But to wiſh her leſs fair, were a fin ; 
O Venus! then pity my. moan, 
Make Myrtilla's heart tender as mine, 
Or Damon's as hard as her Wm. 


o 
= 


YES gentle gales, that fan the air, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, 
Go whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain, and endleſs love: 
Ee 2 And, 


( 328: )) 
And, in the ſaltry heat of day, 
When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool retreat, 


Throw ſpicy adours in her way, 
And ſcatter roſes at her foot : 


That When ſhe ſees their colours fade, 
Aud all their pride neglected lie 

Let that infirud t. the os maid, 
That ſweets not timely nander d d die. 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome propitious viſion ſhow, 
And tell who loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her I'd undergo. 


* 


— 


Tune, Colix's complaint. 


ON the banks of the fweet-flowing Tay 
A ſhepherd deſponding reclin'd ; 

Poor — alas]! he did fa, 

You may die now, fince Delia's unkind: 
"a I et in her favour 1 | 
mom ents ge! 

She _ r 1 
That can give either pleaſure op joy ? 


Ah! how could I think 1 
Would deign to fo humble a _ 
| When ſo many gay ſhepherds invade, 
| And follow | '. over the plain? 
My flock's all the treaſure I have, _ 
And a ſmall one, with others Tempera 
I was pleas'd with what Prowidertee gave, 
And its favour moſt thankfully ſhar'd. 


But ſince Delia deſerted the vale, 
My ſheep all neglected do fray, 
And my pipe, that enliven'd the has, | 
I have thrown as N N 


ve 
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Ye warblers that tune the ſoft ſtran n, 
And chant it along every bough, 

I pray you your muſic refrain, | 
I've no taſte for your melody now. 


My bleaters, your paſture forego, _ | 
And ſoothe my complaint with your cries; 
And ye breezes that gently do blow,” 
Indulge a reply to my ighs n 
And, Delia, oh ! hear my laſt wiſh, 
While I breathe, it muſt center in you; 
A more opulent ſwain you may bleſs, 
But you never can find one more true. 


Tune, Taweed- fide. 
N Richmond's cool grottos, reclin d 
On a verdant foft moſſy bed; 
Who would to a court be confin'd, 
When ſuch bliſs is poſſeſs d in the ſhade ? 
The Thames that flows ſmoothly along, 
A witneſs to lovers ſad pains, 
1 their amorous ſong. 
nd echoes in rills to their ſtrains. 
Sweet warble the lark and the thruſn, 
In every field and each grove ; 
The nightingale too from each buſh 
Rephes to the ſoft cooing dove. 
The Zephyrs, that play midſt the trees, 
Spread a genial fragrance around, 
And refreſh, with a ſweet cooling breeze, 
The flow'rs that enamel the ground. 


The ruſtic, polite, and refin'd, 
All nature's vaſt pleaſures in view; 
New graces ſtill riſe to the mind, 
And tranſports each hour rene. 
= Ee 3 Wert 
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Were mortals their ſtations to chaſe, | 
In lieu of their | 
Each retreat but this they'd refuſe, 
And find it as bleſs'd as the firſt. 


— een * 


a „ 4 I 


iN 


_— 


Ble 1 Ges tie fill and fleep, [' 
grieves me:fore'to hear thee weep ; n 


If mou be ent, III be glad, | 
Thy mouming makes my heart full fad; 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great'aagoy. 
Balow, my boy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 
Ir grieves me Tore” to hear thee weep. 


Balow, my darling, ſleep a While, 
And when thou wak'& then ſweetly Gail 3 
But ſmile not as thy father did, 


To cazen maids; God forbid ; 
For in thine eye his took I foe, 7 "EW 
The tempting look that * me. 

, my boy, c. 4 6.6 F 
When he began to contin Püe, | 
And with his ſugar d words to move, 
His tempting face and flatt'ring bear, 
In time to me did not appear; 
But now I ſee that cruel bhb-e 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 


Farewell, — ke thou falſeſt youth, 
That ever 'd bang; ranks | 
Let neverany alter me * 
Submit unto thy_couttely ; 2 
For, if they do, O . * 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 


I was too ered lous at the firſt, 
. all « maiden g, 
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Thou ſwore for ever true to 

Thy faith unchang' d, unchang'd thy love; 
But quick as thought the change is wrought, 
Thy love's no more, thy 8 nought. 


1 wiſh I were a maid again, 
From young mens flatt'ry I'd refrain ; 
For now, unto my grief, I find, 
'T hey all are perjur'd and unkind : 
Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 
Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. 


I take my fate from bad to worſe, 

That I 2 needs Do a nurſe, 

And lull my y on my 

From me, wot orphan take =. 

Balow, m mother 

Shall "7 as . ſy bliſs exil'd. 

Bebe, my boy, weep 22 for me, FOR 
hoſe greate s for wronging * 

Nor pity her 2 

Who can blame none — 2 fond heart; 


For, too ſoon truſting, lateſt finds 
With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriſtlefs ſon has play d; 5 

Of vows and oaths forgetful, he Nals 
g v1 = ©. of Þ 
But now, perhaps e and mine 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwine. 


But curſe not him; perhaps now he, 

Stung with remorſe, e bes: | 
Perhaps at death, for who can tel! 
Whether the judge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has truck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 


CY I wiſh 


£ 


(332 ) 


T wiſh I were into the bounds 

2 he lies D in his . 
epeating, as he pants for air, | 

My nam. whom once he call'd his fair > 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 

But ſhe'll forgive, though not , 
Balow, my 9, c. 747 


Wg Phebus bright the azure Try 
With golden rays enlight'neth, 

He makes all nature's beauties riſe, . 
Herbs, trees, and flow'rs he quick'neth : 

Amongſt all thoſe he' makes his choice, 
And with delight goes thorough, 

With radiant bai and filyer ſtreams, 
O'er Leader haughs and * 1 


When Aries the day and night - 
In equal length divideth, 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his Might, | 
Nae Tanger he abideth : 3s & 
Then Flora Queen, with unit pres, en 
Caſts aff her former ſorrow; ß 
And vows to dwell with Ceres! ſell, | 
In Leader haughs and ee 


Pan playing on his aiten reed, 85 
And ſhepherds him attending: 
Do here reſort their flocks to 
The hills and'haughs eodondiiy ; AN ee, 
With cur and kent upon the bent. 
Sing to the ſun moro, 
And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſures nad. 
Than Leader haughs and Yarrow. 


An houſe there fans on Leader fide, | 
„ agree ANN RP 1 


* 4 
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With rooms ſae rate, and windows fair, 

Like Dedalus' contriving: 

Men paſſing b 7 do aften cry, 
In ſooth it hath nae marrow ; 

It ſtands as ſweet on Leader fide, 
As Newark does on Yarrow. 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis fingi 
Into St Leonard's banks ſhe? bide, | 
Sweet birks her head o 'er-hinging :/ 
The lintwhite loud and progne proud, 
With tuneful throats and narrow, 
Into St Leonard's banks they aug. 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow, 


The lapwing lilteth o'er the lee, | 
With nimble wings ſhe ſporteth z 
But vows ſbe'll flee far frac the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth: 
By break of day, the lark can ſay, 
1 J. u a good morrow, 
wing, and mounting ſing 
K haughs and Yarrow. 


5 fs eee and Wood 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes, 
The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corn are good in Blainſhes ;. 
Where aits are fine," and ſald by kind, 
That if ye 3 all BOY 


Mearns, Buchan 
Than Leader Pay au Y arrow. 
In Burn-Mill 
The fearſul hare ſhe hunteth ; 


Brig: -haugh and Braidwoodſheil ſhe knaws, 


nd Chapel wood frequenteth : 
Yet when ſte irks, to Kaidfly birke, 
She rins and ſighs for ſorrow, 


— 


TS | 


bog; and Whiteſtade Shaws, 


\ 
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That ſhe ſhould leave 8 __ 
And cannot win to Farrow. | 


What ſweeter mufic wad ye 3 | 

Than hounds and beigles crying? 
The ſtarted hare rins hard with fear, 
Upon her ſpeed relyin 5 
But yet her ſtrength it f fails gat length, 

Nae beilding can ſhe borrow r ' 
In Sorrel's fields, Cleckman or Hag's, 
And ſighs to be in Yarrow, | 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, 80 , Sha 
With fight and e * 

Till, ah! her pith begins to flag, 

.  Nae cunning can reſcue her:: 

O'er dub and dike, o'er ſeugh and ſyke, 
She'll rin the fields all thorough, | 

Till faiPd, ſhe fa's/in-Leader haughs, | 
And bids farewel to Yarrow. | 


Sing E and Cowden-knows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding; _... 
And Drygrange with the milk-white 0B pid ob 
Twixt Tweed and Leader 'ftanding 
The birds that flees throw Reedpath trees, 
1 A Ro — 2 iT 
ay chant a ſweet er 
nd bonny howms of Varrow. | 


But Minſtrel Burn cannot rern 
His grief, while life endureth, 3 91 

To ſee the changes of this a <q 

That fleeting time | | 

For mony a place ſtands in hard cafe, ns 
Where blythe fowk kend nae ſorrow, 

With Homes that dwelt on Leader ſide, 

Scots that dwelt on Yarrow, 


1 
en | 
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AS I came in by Tivot-fide, 
And by the braes of Brankſome, 
There -firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet, and handſome ; 
Her ſkin was ſafter than the down, 
And white as alabaſter ; 


Her hair a ſhining wavy brown ; 
In ſtraightnefs nane ſurpaſs'd her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, . 
Fer clear een were ſurpriſing, 
And beautifully turn'd her —2 | 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing : 
Nae ſilken hoſe, with gooſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, 
On her fair leg, forbad to ſhine, 
Well-ſhapen native graces, | 


Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; \ 
Even theſe o'er mickle ;—mair delyte 
She'd given cled wr naithing : 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 
By which a burney trotted ; 
On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
And but deſigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, cloſe .to my breaſt, 
I graſp'd this fund of bliſſes; 
Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, Without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but kiſſes. 


J had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka'charm 
Of her's pled, I ſhould grant her. 


Since 


(a9 ). 


Since Heaven had dealt to me u routh; 2 
Straight to the kirk I led heerr.ĩ 

There plighted her my faith and trowth, - 
b oy pe . 6 


_— 8 


Ass me all ye tune ful = 
O! lend me all your ſkill, 
In choiceſt lays, that I may praiſe 
Sweet Nanny of the hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, dear Nanny of the hill. 


How gay the glittering beam of morn, A, 
That gilds — cryſtal mill? _ 

But far more bright than mornin light, 
Shines Nanny of the hill. w 

Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, 40. 


The gayeſt flowers, ſo fair of late, 
The evening-damps will kill; 
But every day, more freſh and 12 
Blooms Nanny of the hill. 
Dear Nanny, blooms Nanny, &c. 


Old time arreſts his rapid flight, 
And keeps his motion ſtill, 
Reſolv'd to ſpare a face fo fair, 
1 3 
Dear Nanny, fair Nanny, &c. 


To form my charmer, nature has 
United all her ack 8 3 
Wit, beauty, truth, a y | 

Deck Nanny of the hill. it 
Dear Nanny, deck Nanny, &c. 


And now, around the feſtive board, 


Your jovial bumpers fill, 
Each take his glaſs to my dear laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill. | 


þ Deer Nawy, vet Vane, &. 


. YOU 
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ya that love mirth, attend to my ſong; * 
A moment you never can better employ : 

Sawney and Teague were trudging along, 

A bonny Scots lad, and an Iriſn dear 

They never before had ſeen a wind- mill, 

Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name; 
As they were walking, 
And merrily talking, 

At laſt, by mere chance, to a wind -mill they came. 


Ha ! ha! ſays Sawney, what do ye ca” that? 
To tell the right name o't I am at a loſs. 
Teague ve ry readily anſwer' d the Scot, 
Indeed I | believe 'tis Shaint Patrick's croſs. 
Says Sawney, you'll find your ſell mickle miſtaken, 
For it is Saint Andrew's croſs, I can fwear ; 
For there is his bonnet, 
And tartans hang on it; 
The plad and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul, Shoy, thou telleſnt all lees, 

For that, I will ſwear, is Shaint Patrick's coat, 
I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze; 

And that, I am ſure, is the ſame that he bought: 
And he is a Shaint,. mych better than ever | 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn, or league: 

For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 

He was my relation, 


And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teague. 


Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhackle, and take ont my beads, 
And under his holy croſs ſet I will fall, 
And ſhay Pater- noſter, and ſome. of my creeds. | 
So Teague began, with humble devotion, 
'To kneel before Saint Patrick's croſs : 
The wind fell a-blowing, 
And ſet it Ear 
And it gave our dear Shoy a terrible toſs, 


ö 


F f | Sawney 
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Sawney tehee' d, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſeratching his ears, and Arold on * graſs, 

Swearing it ſurely was the Deil's whirligig, 

- And none, be roar'd out, of Shaint Patrick's eroſs. 

But iſh it indeed, cries he in a paſhion, 

The —_—_ of our Shaint, that has croſh me ſo ſore ? 
n my ſhalwaſhion, 

| Th : ſhall be a cawſhion, 

To truſt to Shaint Patrick's kindneſh no more. 


Sawney to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This patron of your's is a very ſad loon, 
To hit you fic a ſair thump on the hide, | 
For kneeling before him, and begging a "ep 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our Saint An 
He, by my ſaul, was a ſpecial gude man; 
For ſince your Saint Patrick 
Has ſerv'd you ſic a trick, 
Id ſee him hang up ere I'd ſerve him again, 


” wy ® W 


— * 


Y' the mole on your bubbies, ſo eng and ſo white, 
By the mole on your neck, where my arms would 


By whatever mole elſe you have got out of fight, (unite, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly 


By the kifs juſt a qr from off thy moiſt lips, 

By the delicate up and down jut of thy hi Ri 

By the tip of thy tongue, which all tongues far out-tips, 
I befeech, & c. | 


By the down on your boo, on which my ſoul dies, 
57 the thing of „which you love as your eyes, 
By, the thoughts you "a down with and thoſe when 
1 beſerch, Ke. (you rile, 


By all the ſoft pleaſure a virgin can ſhare, 
By the critical minute no virgin can bear, 
By the queſtion I burn for to aſk, but don't ty. 
1 * thee to hear * _ mM” . 


8 gi * 
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| Tune, Tweed fide. 
O*! think not the maid whom you ſcorn 
With riches delighted can be ; 

Had J a great princeſs been born, 

My Billy had dear been to me : 
In grandeur and wealth we find woe, 

In love there is nothing but charms ; 


On others your treaſures beſtow, 
Give Billy alone to theſe arms. 


In title and wealth what is loſt, 
In tenderneſs oft is repaid ; 
Too much a great fortune may coft, 
Well purchas'd may be the poor maid ; 
Let gold's _ ſhow cheat the great, 
We more real pleaſure will prove ; 
While they in their palaces hate, 
We in our poor cottage will love. 


th 
_— » 


O make the wife kind, and to keep the houſe ſtill, 
You muſt be of her mind, let her ſay what ſhe will; 
In all that ſhe does, you mult give her her way; 
But tell her ſhe's wrong, and you lead her aſtray. 
Then, huſbands, take care, of ſuſpicions beware; 
Your wives may be true, if you fancy they are; 
With confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch elves, 
To make, by your jealouſy, horns for yourſelves. 


Abroad all the day, if ſhe chuſes to roam, (home; 


bows pleas'd with her abſence, ſhe'll ſigh to come 
'® 


e man ſhe likes beſt, and wants moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him for that. 


Then huſbands, &c. 
What virtnes ſhe has, you may ſafely oppoſe; 
Whate'er are her follies, commend her for thoſe ; 


Ff2z Approve 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Approve all the ſchemes, that ſhe lays for a man, 
Name but a vice, and ſhe'll err if ſhe an. 
Then huſbands, &c. 


** — 


How few amongſt the thouſand pairs, 
By wedlock doom'd to conftant cares, 
Are fit the yoke to bear, are fit the yoke to bear ? 


The huſband claims his ſovereign right, 


The wife runs counter out of ſpight, (wear. 
And does her vows forſwear, and does her vows for- 


But ſome there are, whom mutual love 

Does prompt with free conſent to move, 

7 Submiſhve to their fate, Sc. 9 FN 
hrice happy is that prudent he 

Thrice happy is that prudent ſhe, 
Bleſs'd with ſo kind a mate, &c, 


Should I and Celia ever join, 
I wonld be her's, and ſhe'd be mine; + 
For we two would be one, c. \ 
Complying with each other's will, 
Of gen'rous love would take our fl, 
Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done, Co. 


_ 1 _— 


AY, mighty love, and teach my ſong, 
To whom thy ſweeteſt joys belong, 
And who the happy pairs | | 
. Whoſe yielding hearts, and joining hands, 
Find blefings twiſted with their bands, 
To ſoften all their cares, 


Not the wild herd of nymphs and ſwains, 
That thoughtleſs fly into the chains, 
As caltom- leads the way: 
If. chere be bliſs without deſign, 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine, 
“And be as bleſs'd as they. | 1 
2 | ot 
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Not ſordid ſouls of earthly mould, 

Who drawn by kindred charms of gold, 
To dull embraces move : 

So two rich mountains of Peru, 

May ruſh to wealthy marriage too, | a 
And make a world of love. n 


Not the mad tribe that hell inſpires, 

With wanton flames; thoſe raging fires 
The purer bliſs deſtroy: 

On Etna's top let furies wed, 

And ſheets of lightning dreſs the bed, 
T' improve the burning joy. 


Nor the dull pairs, whoſe marble forms 
None of the melting paſſions warms, 

Can mingle hearts and hands: 
Logs of green wood, that quench the coals, 
Are marry'd juſt like Stoic ſouls 

With oſiers for their bands. | 


Not minds of melancholy ftrain, 
Still filent, or that ſtill complain, 
Can the dear bondage bleſs : 
As well may heavenly comforts ſpring 
From two old lutes with ne'er a ſtring, 
Or none beſides the baſs. 


Nor can the ſoft enchantments hold 

Two jarring ſouls of angry mould, 
The rugged and the keen : 

Sampſon's young foxes.might as well 

In bonds of chearful wedlock dwell, | 
With fire-brands ty'd between, | 


Nor let the cruel fetters bind 

A gentle to a ſavage mind; 

or love abhors the fight : 
Looſe the fierce 9er from the deer, 
For native rage and native fear . ö 
Riſe, and forbid delight. ö ö 
9 Two 
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- Two kindred ſouls alone muſt meet: 
Tis. friendſhip makes the bondage ſweet, 
And feeds their mutual loves: 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is drawn by gentleſt birds alone, 
And Cupids yoke the doves I. Warrs. 


. 4 ' 
— ith a — _— _—_— ” —_—_— ** 
* 1 — 5 TI — * 
re 8 9 
Tune, Logan water 


OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love: : 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part; 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh the ſoul away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? | 


But buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, | 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, \ 

The heart from pleaſure to delude, 

And join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune! hear my prayer, 

And I abſolve thy future care; + © 
All other wiſhes I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


— 
hd * — te 


O LD poets have told us, when they were grown 
That Jupiter was a fantaſtical fellow, (mellow, 

He would chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, and 
| (bellow, \ 

Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can deny. 
He was charm'd with a damſel, but could not tell how 
To humour his liquoriſh fancy, and ſo | | 
He clapp' d up his nymph in the ſhape of a cow, 
N Ricb 20 he, &c. 


.. 


But 


7 
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But here let us make up our full; 


For the man muſt have got no brains in his ſcull, 
Who does not conclude that Jove turn'd a bull. 


His method of wooing was loud and ſonorous 
At the time of the year when the ſun enters Taurus, 
Then Taurus did enter fair Io the porous. 


He gave her two horns for a ſcreen to his love, 
As fra gave him, as plainly does prove, _ 
There's a ſtrumpet below, for a old above. 


The lovers by inſtin& together were moving, 
When he had a fancy on earth to be roving, 
Then ſhe ran a bulling, or elſe ran a Joving. 


They may paſs for as clever a cornuted pair, (rare, 
As you e'er ſaw at Smithfield, where the ſight is not 
Or at Brentford, or Rumford, or any Horn- fair. 


Though I take it for granted, that nothing more odd is, 
Inſtead of a ſnepherdeſs lac'd in her bodice, 
That a ſwag-belly'd cow ſhould go for a goddefs. 


Alexander, who conquer'd full many a foe, 
Mars, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we know, 
Were ſons of this Jove, though not by Juno. 


Buvtias the prolifical virtue wore off, 
His amorous feats made all the world laugh, 
He could get no more heroes, and ſo got a caff. 


Diogenes grave, was the fruit of this rub, 
For 2 name does pronounce him a Jupiter's cab, 


He was born in a cow-houfe, and liv'd in a tub. 
Let a conſort of butchers remember the thing, 


Let clevers and marrow-bones merrily ring, 
Such a jovial choir To-Pean's may ſing. 
Which no body, &c. - £ 


IF 
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I. you, by ſordid views miſled, 
Prefer old Gripus to your bed, | 
You'll bitterly 2 that Wy - 


For twen n fifty wed, 
But both did ſoon repent it. 


His peeviſhneſs, and thirſt of gain, 
Would of each China cup complain; 
Each ribbon, patch „and pinner; 

And“ Tit, and Briſk, 
Eat from your plate at dinner, 


Alarm'd by groundleſs jealouſy, 
He'd to each random word apply 
Some baſe interpretation; 
Each meanleſs ſmile, or caſual ſigh, 
Would be an aſſignation. 


or oo h od 15 re from theſe torments free, 
all day in viſits, tea, 
_— all that you petition ; 
Ev'n then, alas J all night you'd be | 
But in a poor condition, 


For then he'd all endearments ſhun, 
And vainly boaſt what feats were done, 
When he was young and mighty ; 
But now, alas! thoſe days are gone, 

And ſo, my dear, good night t'ye. 


But if, by inclination led, 
A youth of equal bloom you wed, 
o cares by day will teaze ye; 


At night fuch | Joys will bleſs your bed, 
As cannot fail to pleaſe ye. 


While therefore you to chuſe are free, 
Chuſe one whoſe years with your's agree, 


A. ſavurite cat and deg. 


mult ne er again 
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By love alone directed; 
Aſſur'd that happy days may be 
From happy nights expected. 


THE morn was fair, the ſky ſerene, 
The face of nature ſmil'd, 
Soft dews impearl'd the tufted plain, 
And daiſy- painted wild: 
The hills were gilded by the ſun, 
Sweet breath'd the vernal air; 
Her early hymn the lark begun 
To ſoothe the ſhepherd's care. 


When Mira fair, and Colin gay, 
Both fam'd for faithful love, 
Delighted with the riſing day, 
Together ſought the grove: ä 
And near a fmooth tranſtucent ſtream, " 
That ſilent ſtole x 10. 
Thus Colin to his matchleſs dame 
Addreſs'd the tender ſong. 


Hark ! Mira, how from yonder tree 
The feather'd warblers ſing ! 

They tune their artleſs notes for thee, 
For thee more ſweet than ſpring : 
How choice a fragrance through the air 
Thoſe ſpring-born bloſſoms ſhed ! 
How ſeems that vi let proud to rear 

Its purple-tin&ur'd head 


Ah! Mira, had the tuneful race 
Thy beet EY tongue, 

Who would not fondly haunt the place, 
Enamour'd while they ſung ? 

Ye flow'rs, on Mira's boſom preſt, 
Ne'er held ye place fo fair, 

Though oft ye breathe on Venus' breaſt, 
And ſcent the Graces' hair, 
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Shall I to s compare thine eyes, 

Thy kis to * ſnows, * 
Thy balmy breath, to gales that riſe 
From ev'ry new- blown roſe ? | 
Ah! nymph, fo far thy charms outſhi 

The faireſt forms we ſee, © 
We only gueſs at things divine 
By what appears in thee, 


"Twas thus enamour'd Colin ſang 
_ His love- excited lays ; 

The grove with tender echoes rung, 
Reſounding Mira's praiſe: 

And thus cries Love, who ſported near, 
And wav'd his filken wings, 

What wonder, fince the nymph's ſo fair, 
So fond the ſhepherd fings? - 


—_ 


HE night was ſtill, the air ſerene, 
| Fann by a ſouthern breeze; 
The glimm' ring moon might juſt be ſeen, 
Reflecting through the trees. 


The bubbling water's conſtant courſe, 
From off th' adjacent hill, 

Was mournful echo's laſt reſource, 
All nature was ſo ſtill. 


The conſtant ſhepherd 2 this ſhade, 
By ſorrow ſore oppreſs'd, | 
Clofe by a fountain's margin laid, 
His pain he thus expreſs d: 
Ah! wretched youth, why didf thou love, 
Or hope to meet ſucceſs; | 
Or think the fair would conſtant * 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs 


Find me the roſe on barren ſands; 
The lily midſt the rocks; 


* 
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The grape in wild deſerted lands ; 
A wolf to guard the flocks. 
Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 


And will more eaſy find, 
Than meet with aught but cold diſdain 


In faithleſs womankind. * 
Riches alone now win the fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe; 


The conſtant lover, through deſpair, 
Becauſe not wealthy, dies, 


- 
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ng fair, 
Damon and Celia, happy Far. 
Sat on a flow'ry bank inclin'd ; 


Beneath a fragrant myrtle ſhade, 


| While their young offspring round 'em play'd, ' 
2 Damon op'd bis mind. * 


Thus raviſh'd Damon op'd his 


Oh! what happy ſtate is this, - 
My Celia! what a heav'n of bliſs 
Does love, pure, lawful love, ſupply ? 
Whether I turn my look on thee, 
Or yonder infant charmers ſee ; 
Still views of joy ſalute my eye. 


Life's higheſt bleſſings all are mine, 
And Joubly ſo by being thine, 
Dear crown of all that I enjoy. 
No anxious, guilty thoughts I find, 
To diſcompoſe my peace of mind: 
Pure love nad, ſweets without alloy. 


I draw no ruin d virgin's tear, 
No injur'd parent's curſe I hear; 
I dread no violated laws; 
J loſe no honour, waſte no wealth, 
With no diſeaſes wound my health, 
Foul, as the ſhameful crime, their cauſe, 


Our 
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Our holy union Heav'n approves, 
And ſmiles indulgent on our loves, 
As our unnumber'd bleſſings ſhow : 
Oh! let our virtue then improve, 
Let us ſecure more bliſs above; 
For more we cannot wiſh below. 


888 


T dead of vi ht, when care pives lace 
In other breaſts to ſoft repoſe, * 


My throbbing heart feels no receſs, 
-  Sinee love and Chloris are my foes. 


At morn, when Phebus from the eaſt 
Repels the gloomy ſhades of night, 
The grief that racks my tortur'd: breaſt 
Redoubles at th* approach of light. 


At noon, when moſt intenſe he ſhines, 
My ſorrows more intenſe are grown ; 

At ev'ning, when the ſun declines, 
They ſet not with the ſetting ſun. | 


To my relief then haſten, death, 
: And eaſe me of my reſtleſs woes: 
With joy I will reſign my breath. 
Since love and Chloris are my foes, 


Or all the toaſts that Britain boaſts, 
The gim, the gent, the jolly, 
The brown, the fair, the debonair, 
There's none cry d. up like Polly; 
Sh'as fir'd the town, has quite cat down 
The opera of Rolli; I 
Go where you will, the ſubject ill, 
Is pretty, pretty Polly. 


| There's Madam Fauſtina Catſo, 
And eee Madam Cuſoni, 


_ Likewiſe 
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Likewiſe Signior Seneſino, 
Are tutte abandonni, __ 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re mi fa, 
Are now but farce and folly ! 
We're raviſh'd all with toll, loll, loll, 
And pretty, pretty Polly. 
The ſons of Bays, in lyric plays, 
Sound forth Fer fame 15 — 88 | 
And as we paſs, in frame and glaſs 
We ſee her metzotinto': . | 
In Ivy-lane, the eity-ſtrain 
Is more on ſtrait- lacꝰd Dolly; 


And all the brights at Man's and White's 


Of nothing talk but Polly. 


Ah! Johnny Gay, thy lucky play 
Has made the critics grinn-a ; 

They cry, tis flat, tis this, tis that, 
But let them laugh that winn-a : 

J ſwear parbleu, tis naif and new; 
III- nature is but folly, . 

Thov'ſt lent a hitch to rent of Rich, 

And ſet up Madam Polly. 


Ah! tuneful fair, beware, beware, 
Nor toy with ſtar and garter; 

Fine cloaths may hide a foul inſide, 
And you may catch a Tartar: 

If powder'd fop blow up your ſhop, 
"Twill make you melancholy, 

Then left to rot, you'll die forgot, 
Alas! alas ! poor Polly. 


Br. not what you ought to ſmother; 
HFonour's laws ſhould ſacred be: 
Boaſting favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will favour gan with me, 
8 


But, 


© 
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But, inſpir'd with indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 


Ere I'd truſt my reputation © 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden 


Never ſhould the ſame reveal: 
He whom beau la his joy with pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his joy conceal. 


Him with whom my heart I'll venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave; 
One where truth and prudence center, 

And as ſecret as the grave. 


Do not 8 me, charmin — Phill 

Why I lead you here alone 

By-this bank of hs and lillys, 
And of roſes dre . 


*Tis not to behold the 
Of thoſe flow'rs that crown [the woes ; 
"Tis, to——but I know my duty, 
And I dare not name the thing. 
Tis, at worſt, but her denying, | 
. Why ſhould T'thus fearful be? 
Ev'ry moment gently flying, 
Smiles, and ſays, Make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to theſe roſes, 


While the beams play gently in, 
I would but my fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the thing. 


Yet I die if I conceal it, 
Aſk my eyes, and aſk your own ; ; 
And if neither can reveal it, . 
Think what lovers think alone. 


„ 


214 


On 
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On this bank of pinks and lillys, _ 
Might I ſpeak what I would do ; 

I would, with my lovely Phillis, 
I would, I would, —ah ! would you ? 


—_ — a — — 


Oo ! Jeany, Jeany, where haſt thou been? 
Father and mother are ſeeking of thee; 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, 
Keeping of Jocky company. | 
O! Betty, Toe been to hear the mill clack, * 
Getting meal ground for the family : 
As fow as it gade, I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken tae mowwter frae me. 


Ha! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 
The miller's a wanton billy, and lee ; | 
Though victuals come hame again heal, what-reck 
I fear he has taken his mowrer aff thee, 
And, Betty, ye ſpread your linen to bleach, 
When that was done, where could you be? 
Ha ! laſs, I ſaw you flip down the 1 5 
And wanton Willy was following thee. 


Ay, Jeany, Jeany, ye gade to the kirk; 
But when it was ſkail'd, where could thou be? 

Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 

They ſay the kiſſing clerk came w'ye. 

O! filly laſſie, what wilt thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 

Look to yourſell, if Tock prove true 
The clerk frae creepies will keep me free. 


* 


Tune, Down the burn Dawie. 
A Sſiſt your vot'ry, friendly nine, 
Inſpire becoming lays ; 
Cauſe Celia's matchleſs beauty ſhine, 


Till heav'n and earth ſhall blaze. 
G g 2 She's 
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She's pleaſant as returning light, 
Sweet as the morning- 33. | 
When Phebus quelle tle ſhades of e * 
And brings the chearful day. | 
- Her-graceful forehead's wond'rous fair. 
s vin”: 2 b 
. No gloomy aſſions ming thats 

| & ercaſt an peaceful icene ; 5 

Her {mall bright eyebrows finely bend; 
"Tranſport darts from her eyes; s 
The ſparkling di'mond they 8 "In 
Or ſtars which gem the Kies. 


A riſing bluſh, of heav'nly dye. * 
Oer her fair cheek ſtill oo n 
Her ſhining Iocks i in ri nplt PER 
Well nap'd and fz d her noſe. _ 
"Her ſmilin * are lovely red, 
| Like 22 newly blown: | 
Her iv'ry teeth, — moſt part bid, | þ 
You'd wiſh for ever ſhow n. Wer? 


Her ſnowy. neck and breaſts, like glaſs 
Or poliſh'd marble ſmooth, N 
e s in beauty far BN 
o fir d the Trojan 7 We 
Her ſlender waiſt, White arm, and hand, n 
Juſt ſymmetry does wo 
What's hid, "om bete, If you. and, 


Let lively fancy trace. IN 


A ſprightly-and-angelic. mind i +4 
Reigns in this comely 5 3 
With decent eaſe acts unconfin'd, | 
_ Inſpires the whole, like fame. 
Minerva or Diana's Rate, erte 
With Venus' ſoftneſs Join'd, 3 
Proclaim her goddefs, meant by tate, Aer 
Love's 8 D aa. 
5 | Good 


4 
{1 , 
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(333 ) 


Good gods, what rg fire,my ſoul [- 
How flutters my fond heart! 8 
When tender glances art controul, 
And love ſuppreſs' d impart. | 
Propitious pow'rs, make Celia mine, 
omplete my dawning bliſs : 
At monarchs pomp I'll not repine, 
Nor grudge thew happineſs. 


—— 


” * _ —— 


Tune, The laſs that would know, &c. 


BE wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, 

: Theſe wits are the bane oy your charms : 
eauty play'd againſt reaſon will certainly loſe 
Waring naked wich robbers in ams. 

Young Damon, deſpis'd for his plainneſs of parts, 
He e ſhould prize; 4 

He'll run the'race out, though he heavily ſtarts, 
And diſtance the ſhort-winded wiſe. ily 

Your fool is a ſaint in the temple of love, 

And kneels all his life there to pray; 

Your wit but looks in, and makes haſte toremove, 
Tis a ſtage he but takes in his way. | 


— ä —d ' 
Eander on the bay 5 
Of Helleſpont, all naked ſtood; — 
Impatient of delay, | | 
e leap'd into the fatal flood : 
The raging ſeas, whom none can pleaſe, . 
'Gainſt him their malice ſhow ; f 
The heav'ns lowr'd, the rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow. | 


Then r his eyes, 

Thus of his fate he did complain: 
Ye cruel rocks and he! { | 

Ye ſtormy winds and angry main! 
10K Gg3 What 


: 
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What 'tis to'miſs the lover's bliſs; : oy bool 
Alas !-—ye do not know; | p 


Make me your wreck, as I come bark, 
But ſpare me —as I go. 10 


Lo !-—yonder ſtands che tow'r 812 
Where my beloved-Hero flies ! | * | 
And this th”. appointed. hour, * 
Which ſets to watch her longi ging byes. | 
"To tis wal fuir the gods were mute 
The billows . 111 


Hf ww 


Mean while ai and, 8 
Divided wwWixt her eate and . 

Now does his ſtay upbraid, | 
Now dreads he-ſhould the paſſage 3 prove. 

O Fate |-—ſaid the, nor Heav'n nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall e'er divide: | 


By my Leander's fide. 


At length the riſing ſun 
Did to her ſight reveal too le, 5 
That Hero was undone, b 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate. e 
Said ſhe, I'll ſhow, though. we — \ 
Our loves were ever one; | hos 
This prof I'll give, I will not live, - 
Nor ſhall he die alone. 4 261 


Down from the wall ſhe leapt ' 
Into the raging ſeas to him, 
Courting each wave ſhe met, ; 
To teach her'wearied arms to mint * 
The ſea-gods wept, nor longer Kept! | 


Her from ber lover's fide; TJ 
When join'd at laſt, ſhe graſp'd him a, 
- __ abe 


dy d. EY 44 f & 


Recir, 


*———F weep,” and kiſs the bended your 
on 
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Joe un ty Dm ft 
. Like ſuumy beams hir goluen hair, 
Hir vice vo lite the nightingale's, 
More fevert hu breath thun flow'ry val. 
How hard ſuch beauties to _refign!  _ 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine ! 
N. every kill, in every grove, | 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſeious ſcenes of former love, 
* I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves; the ſtreams remain 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. ; 
Now to the mofly-eave 1 
93 my twain I's ive ing, f 
ell -pleas'd'the-browſin 3 1 
As o'er the airy — ey r 
The moſſy eave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 5 
. Now through. the rambling yale I paſs, 
And 79855 ſee the well-known ſhade ; 


Where love and Damon dly play'd. 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, -fromidale, each-charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains: pleaſe no 

Each flower in pity droops its head, (more, 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 

Yet Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


- 9 
4 n 8 _—_— — 
18 
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Aurora's mantle gray appears, 
And harmony ſalutes the cars, 


Tune, Cambernauld-houſe. 
Wake, ye drowſy ſwains, awake, 
Behold the beauteous morning break ; 
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The lark has ſoar'd.a wond'rous' height, 


And, warbling, win 3 her airy flight; L 
'The birds; br Oer their neſts; 
Inſpuct their — rar wreath | 


A thouſand beauties fill — Ih 


0 


* 

Attends his flock at vonder brook z 1 
The charming Chloe s by his fide, 
Olf all the nymphs the ſhepherd's-pride. .. 

Unhappy loggards in their beds, 

With throats, and achi heads, 

Have ſhut out day, and all its b 1 

To revel in a ſtrumpet's kiſs. \ 

While rural ſwains enjoy the morn, 

And laugh at ev'ry courtier's ſcorn, 

Nor. envy their voluptuous way ; * | 

Bur, ae enjyy the day, A/Brapiey.. 


— 


1 


Tune, Pinkic-houſe. * 
F truth can fix thy wav heart, 
I Let Damon urge his Fn, 


He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure and conſtant flame. 
- Though ſighing ſwains their — tell, 

Their ſenſual love contemn; | 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 

But ſlight Ichs inward gem, 


Poſſeſſion eures the 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; f 
But when ana mind receives the dart, 


W 18 deſire. 


* 
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Your charms each flaviſh ſenſe tontroul, | 
A tyrant's ſhort-liv'd rein 
But milder reaſon rules the ſoul, | 


Nor time can break the-chain. 


By age your beauties- will decay, ET. 

Your mind improves with years UL 
As Laure. the bloſſoms fade away. 

e rip'n uit appears. 
Ma Rea . Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
nd bleſs each future hour; 

That Damon, who can taſte: the fruit, 

May gather ev'ry flower. 


— 5 ae —_ * 


Tune, Baut: of Forth. _ 
Hows now, my Celia,” we muſt part, 
with thee ſhall I leave my heart: 

Where-e'er I go, whate'er T ve, | | 
I never ſhall lo fight of thee. 
No time ſhall blot thee from my Wind. 
No place ſhall leuve „ e 
If in my room I fit retir' d, 
I there ſhall with thy ſhape be br d. 


If to the groves I fad repair, 

Thy image ſhall o'ertake me there: 

When in my den I hall be. 
There ev'ry flower: ſhall point to the. 
When ſleep ſhall all my ſenſes bind, 

Thee ever in my dreams I'll find. 
Thou ſnalt. — life is almoſt fled, 


Mix with the angels round my bed. 


And when theſe guardian powers convey 
Me far from r not — 1 ſtay. 

Oft I'll deſcend a form unſeen, | 
Oft I ſhall in thee on the green 1 
And when thou muſt no lon * _ 


On earth, I'll bear thee gla if a : 
ogether 
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Together up to Heaven we'll Sand}! 
There never, never more _— 


1 
120 * 
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Ave you 8 
H ed you or ps AS | 
1 Wade uf A 
And newly come "ras — 439 "JL 
As ſcant of ag of | Ps vel“ 
Diſbanded, we Nee; is gl bal 
Gar tell the lady of the place, ede $1 
I'm come to cleut her caldeeowtn. 
Faadue, did, Jide,. &cG........-- 
Madam, if you have wark" fn 
I do't; to. your.contentment, _..._,;.....-1 + 
And. dinna care à ſingle flic e LY 
For an r 8 8 


For, Lady fair, Wan appear: - fee 
To every ane à tinkler ; 77 


aged tl 14 — e 


I am a gentle J ink 


Love Jupiter into 4 ſwan 2 
Turn'd, N nnn 
wee ee, St 
To carry uropa 8 
Then may not I, 0 Well ad he., 
To 8 e Jo 8 
And win your love, Hike mighty Jove, _ 
Thus hide me in a tinkler } 8 


Sir, ye appear a enabeg mes it 4 xi 
But this ſine plot you Il fail in; 0 1>dw beg 
For there VEIN TOR Pod... o i od 


Of mine, you'll a Bail in. 171 0 
Then bind your budget on your back, , 
Wb. iy ark ' 3 

8 oh or 


| 053690) 
For I've: a-tinkler under tack, 
1 * * my . 


A Swain of TIT defpa 

2 N 8 * ae ate 8 

His grief the ſhepherds ſharing, © 
In circles round him ſat. 

The nymphs in kind compaſſion, 

a 1 — lover mourn'd ; 

| who had felt the paſſion, — 

A ſigh for ſigh return d. 44-43 GJ $i 4 


O! friends, laints give over, 
Your kind cane abr =; 
Shou'd Chloe but diſcover, 
For me you'd ſhed a tear, | 
Her eyes ſhe'd arm with vengeance, 
© Your friendſhip ſoon ſubdue ; 
Too late you'd aſk for prongs, | 
And for her mercy ſu | 


Her charms. ſuch force — | 

Refiſtance is in van; 

Spite of yourſelf, you'll love her, 
And hug the galling chain. 
Her wit the flame increaſes, 

And rivets faſt the dart; 

She has ten thouſand graces, 

And each-could/gain a heart, 


But, oh ! one more deſerving 
Has thaw'd her frozen 224 * 
Her heart to him devotin 
She's cold to all the 
Their love with joy — 
The 7 diſtracts my brain; 
O cruel maid ! Then ſwooning, 
He fell upon the plain, 


7 


-# 


115 360 9 
Tune, Bream ef Conodeir knows. 


Oaſt not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art 
To pleaſe my. partial eyes; 


| The charms that oy fabdu'd my heart, 


Another may deſpiſe,” | 2A 


Thy face is to my humaur made, _ 
nother it may fright: 


Perhaps by ſome, fond whim bara. 


In oddneſs I delight. 


Vain youth, kv. 
"Tis to my love's-axcefs- '._ 


| You all your fancy'd: beauties ane, 


Which fade as 1 5 5 les. 


\ For your own lake, if not for mine, 7 


You ſhould preſerve my ſire 


Since you, my ſwain, no more vil bine. 


When I no more 


By me, indeed, you are aM | ah 


The wonder of your.kind ; 


* 
* 


7 ae who, with ſpri pring returning, * 


But be not of my nt proud, 1 I 
Whom love has render'd blind. 527 
— 5 1 * 1 : — m — T7 * 


Waſted ſoft o er opening flowers ; 
Breathing in the face of morning, 
Wakes Aurora from her bowers, 
While with love's fierce flame I languiſn 
In theſe dry and deſart plains; 


Gently breathe and ſoothe. my ork. 


OT ous and caſe m 
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| | DDr [av age. 
N Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall = 
* A dawn.of hope my ſoul revives 238 

A lovely laſs to a ſtlar came | 219 
A nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once prayd 227 
A ſwain of love deſpairing 359 
r ſong ye ſhall hear n - {5 
ieu for a while, my native green plains 154 
Adieu ye pleaſant — and plays — 


Ah! Chloe, thou treaſure, 1 of my breaſt 117 


1 Co, could I now but & Ute 22 
| oris, tis time to-'diſarm.your bright eyes 307 
Ah!] Colin, could I think that you 5 25 310 
Ah! how ſweet it is to love | 219 


* Ah! whither my Clio 2 1 
Ah! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes 5 | 
Ah ! woes me, poor Willy: cry'd IF 
Alas ! when charming Sylvia's gone 
Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow-{wains .  _ 
All in the downs the fleet was moor d 

All you — would refine your blood 
* Amphitryon. and his bride 
And canſt thou leave.thy Nancy © 
Apollo once finding fair Daphne alone I 
As Celia in her garden ſtray d 5 
As. charming Clara walk ' d along 
As gentle turtle dove . 

As Granville's ſoft numbers, c. 
As I came in by Tiviot fide e 
n Ore 
As muſing I rang d in a 
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As near to Porto- bello lying \ 
As Sylvia ina foreſt lag 
As the ſnow on vallies lying *. 4 
- As walking forth to view the plain 


» Aſk me not how calmly I 
Ak, thou ſilly dottard, man | 
* Afiſt me, all you tuneful bards 
Afiiſt your vot'ry, friendly nine 
At dead of night, when care gives place 
At ſetting day, and riſing morn | 
At St Ohh 5 the mill 
At the brow of a hill, Sc. e 
Auld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen 
Away, let nought to love diſpleaſing 
Awake, my love, with genial ray 
Awake ye drowſy ſwains, awake 
Bacchus muſt now his gry reſign 
Bacchus, aſſiſt us to ling, Tc. 
Bacchus, god of jovial drinking 
„ Balow, my boy, Sc. | | 
*--*  Beauing, belling, dancing, drinking ' 
1 Begone old care \ 
Before the urchin well could go 
Behold the ſweet flowers around 
=: | Belinda, ſee, from yonder flowers 
©: Bg fill, O ye winds, and attentive ye ſwains 
ge wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues 
Hglab not what you ought to ſmother 


pied as th' immortal gods is he = 


SB, blow, thou winter's wind 
> © Blow on ye wind, deſcend ſoft rains 
1 Blow, ye Pieak winds, around my head 
„ Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe | 
* Boaſt-not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art 
Britons, to arms yourſelves prepare © 
By a murmuring, ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 


4s &S 


By drinking Ive dull care away. an 


I. ND E X. 


By ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining 284 
2 By the mole on your bubbies 2 
By the fide of a great kitchen · fire 
Can lawleſs deſire be call'd love 

Can love be controul'd by advice 


Ceha's voice, Cc. 


Charming is your ſhape and air 

Chloe, be kind, no more perplex me 
Colin, one day, in angry mood 

Come all you young lovers, who-wan wi 
Come, dear Amanda, quit the town 
Come fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 


Come follow, ſolloẽ me 


Come here's to the nymph that I love 


Come hither, my country 


Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine 
Come let's ha'e mair wine in 
Come let us prepare, we brothers that are 
Come, Roſalind, O come! and ſee 
Come take your glaſs, the northern laſs 
Confeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid 
Cuſtom prevailing ſo long mongſt the great 
Cynthia frowns whene'er I woo her 
Daphnis ſtood-penſive in the ſhade 

Dear Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes . 
Dear Jenny, your charms have undone me 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ftream - 

Did ever ſwain a nymph adore 


Diogenes, ſurly and proud 


* Do not aſk me, charming Phillis 


Drunk I was laſt night, 
Every man take a 


glaſs in his hand 
Faireſt iſte, all iſles excelling | 


Faireſt of the virgin throng 


* Fill the bowl with ſtreams, Ge. c 
Florella, firſt in N and Wit 


h 2 


th deſpair 94 
08 


338 
103 
9 
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148 

8 
14 
324 


* 


* 
—_ 
0 
. - 
"Ss Js 
2 
= * 
. 
4 
b 


Flute ring ſpread th iy purple 


Grant me, 


IN D E Xx. 


Fly care to the winds thus fs: blow thee away 
For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
Freedom is a real treaſure 

From anxious zeal, and factious ſtrife 


From ſweet bewitching tricks of love 


Pull bags, a freſh bottle 
Fy let us a to the bridal 
Fy, Liza, ſcorn the little arts 
Gentle love, this hour befriend me 
Gently ſtir and blow the fire 
Gently touch the warbling lyre 
Sie me a laſs with a lump of land 
Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie 
God proſper long from being broke 
Gdt proſper long our noble King 
Good Madam, when ladies are 
Gofroſe, m goed s boſtm grace 
ind Heaven, what I req 
Grant me, ye gods who als above 
„ — — 


4 hours, all hours M 
appy pair, who taſte love's 8 
e ” * whieh meets return 


Heſte, my „ 
* Have you any —.— 
Hesrken, and I will tell el you how 
Hear me, ye nymphs . 
Here's a health td the Ki 

Here's to thee, my boy, thy Nee Ec. 
He chat will not merry, merry be 

Nic from himſelf, now by the dawn 
Hofer, with indignant ſorrow 

Now bleſs'd has my time been, Cc. 


IN D E x- 


How brimful of nothing's the life of a beau 
How dare you, bold Strephon, preſume, c. 
* How few amongſt the thouſand pairs 

* How gentle was my Damon's air 

How much, egregious Moore, are we 

How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 
How happy is the rural clown 

How hard is the fate of all women- kind 
How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green 

* If any ſo wiſe is that ſack, Qc. 

If heaven, its bleflings to augment 

* If truth can fix thy wav'ring heart 

* If you, by ſordid views miſled 

I have a green purſe, and a wie pickle gowd, 
I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 

I have vented my griefs on the ground 

I'll ng around the ſhady bowers 

I love thee. by keav'n, I cannot ſay more 

I'm not one of your fops, who to pleaſe a coy laſs 

In April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 

In a ſmall pleaſant village 

In 15 King Charles's golden days 

* In Richmond's cool grottos reclin'd 

In ſpite of love, at length I've found 

In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er 

In vain the force of female charms 

In vain you tell your parting lover 

In winter, when the rain rain'd cauld 5 
Joeky ſaid to Jenny, Jenny, wilt thou do't 
s Hamilla then my own. * | 

Is there a charm, ye powers above 

It is not, Celia, in our power 

I thought it once a loneſome life 

Kind Ariadne, drown'd in tears 

Kindneſs hath reſiſtleſs charms 

Kitty, tender, gay, and blooming 

* Leander on the ba 

* | h 3 | Leave 


IN D E X. 


Leave off your fooliſh prating 
E. matters of ſtate 
meaner beaautiet uſe their art 
Let me wander not unſeen 
Let's be jovial, fill our glaſſes 
1 charmer, creature 
e's a dream of mighty treaſure 
Love's a 8 paſſion 
Ldve's an idle, childiſh paſſion 
ove's goddeſs, in a myrtle prove 
Love, Sou art the beſt of human joys 
Miſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by 
Muſic has power to melt the foul- 
Muſic, how powerful is thy charm 
My Celia's neck, more white than ſnow 
My Chloe is the ſnow-drop fair 
My Colin did ak me, what life, Ac. 
y | tw have been ſo wond'rous free 
My deareſt maid, fince you deſire 
My fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray 
My . Lydia, heavenly fair 
y love was fickle once and changing 
My mither's ay glowran o'er me 
1 is as 1 f. 
* is a youn | 4 
: Wy ſheep I ne lefted, Ges 
Mx ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
-- My time, O I muſes, was happily ſpent 
Nancy's to the green- ne 
Near the ſmooth Liffy's Aer ſtreams 
N glory I covet, no riches I want 
No more my heart ſhall looſely rove 
ow all thy virgin ſweets are mine 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 


1 


O! Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 
D! Bech Bell and Mary Gray 


I'N.D E X. 

O] come away, come away 
* O! Jeany, Jeany, where haſt thou been 
O! let us ſwim in blood of grapes 
O] Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 
O] ſaw ye Johny cumin, quo' ſhe | 
O!] ſay, what is that thing call'd light 
O] Venus, beauty of the ſkies | 
O! virgin kind, we canna? tell 
O! what joys the country yields 
Of all comforts I miſcarri 
Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart 
Of all the things beneath the ſun 
Of all the toaſts that Britain boaſts 
Of all the torment, all the care 
Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt 
Of race divine thou needs muſt be 
Of Leic'ſter, fam'd for maidens fait $3 
Oh! how could I venture to love one like thee 214 
Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful room | 
Oh! the charming month of May 
* Oh! think not the maid whom you ſcorn 
* Oh! where will you hurry my deareſt 
Old poets have told us 
On Belvidera's boſom lying 
Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell 
One day I heard Mary ſay 
One ev'ning the lovelieſt pair 

On Etrick wm a ſummer's night 
* Onevery hill, in every grove 
On, on, = dear brethren, &c. 
On the banks of the fweet-flowing Tay 
Pain'd with her lighting Jamie's love 
* Pale faces ſtand by 
Pious Selinda goes to pra 
Prithee, Billy, ben't fo filly 
Proud women, I ſcorn you 


Reftrain'd from the fight of my dear 


- 
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IN D E X. 
Save women and wine 

Say, Chloe, by what pow) rful art 

* Say, mighty love, and teach my ſong 

Says my uncle, I pray now diſcover 
See, from the ſilent prove Alexis flies 


Send home my lon y'd eyes to me 
Shall I. waſting in deſpair 


— 


She tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree 


Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
Silvia, wilt thou waſte thy prime 
Since, my fair one, you aſk me, Ce. 
Soon as the day begins to waſte 
Speak on, ſpeak thus, and till my grief 
Spring renewing, all things gay 
Stella and Flavia every hour 
Stella, darling of the muſes 
Strephon, how could you cruel prove 
Subjected to the power of love 
Summer's heat the town invades 
Swains I ſcorn, who nice and fair 
Sweet are the charms of her I love 
Sweet day, ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright 
Sweet Nelly, my heart's delight _ 
Sweet were once the joys I taſted 
Take, O! take thoſe lips away 
Tarry woo, woo h 
Teach me, Chloe, how to prove 
Tell me, Hamill, tell me why 
Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 


That all men are beggars we plainly may ſee 
the world is a lottery what man can doubt 


The bluſhing bloom of virgin-cheek 
"The blytheſt bird that ſings in May 

The carle he came o'er the croft 

The fair who can my fancy warm 

The laſs of Paty's mill 


* 
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The laſa that would know how to manage u man 5 
172 


The laſt time I came o'er the moor 

The man that is drunk is void of all care 

That man who for life, is bleſs'd; &e, 

The man who for life, is plagu'd, Gr. 

The morn was fair, the ſky ſerene 

The new-flown birds the-ſhepherds fing 

The filent night her ſables wore © 

The night was ſtill, the air ſerens 

The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee 
The ſhepherd Adonis, being 'd, Ee. 

The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring 

The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 

The ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills 

The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 

„Though Baucis and I are, Qt. 

Though beauty, like the roſs 

Though cruel you ſeem to my pain 

Though now, my Celia, we muff part 

Thou rifing ſun, whoſe gladeſome ray 

Thus Kitty, beautiful and young 

Tis a taſk too hard to anſwer 

_ "Tis I have ſeven bra? new gowns 

"Tis not your beauty nor your wit 
"Tis wine that clears the underſtanding 

Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind 

To all you ladies now at land 

To beauty compar'd, pale gold I deſpiſe. 

To be gazing on thoſe charms 

To'Fanny fair could I impart | 

To heal the wound a bee had made 
Tochug yourſelf in eaſe 

* To make the wife kind | 

Too plain, dear youth, theſe tell tale eyes 

To you fair ladies now in town 

Tranſporting eharmer of my heart 

*Twas at the fearful midnight hour 


I N D E X. 
Twas at the ſhining mid - day hour 
Twas in the bloom of kg | 


"Twas in the charming month of May 
Twas on a ſunſhine ſummer's day 


*T was paſt twelve o'clock in a fine ſummer's, Se. 


Tas Pope firſt in vogue 
*T'was ſummer, and the day was fair 
*T'was when the ſeas were roaring 
Upbraid me not, capricious fair 
Vulcan, contrive me ſuch a cup 
Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling breeze 
We all to conquerin beauty bow 
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt | 
What beauteous ſcenes inchant my ſight 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
What blooming youth, falſe-hearted fair 
oh —_ ſtate | 
hat Joys the ir await 
2 this —— now of late 
What though I am a country laſs 


When firſt thoſe — charms I ſpy'd 
When flow'ry meadows deck'd the year 
When gay Philander fell a prize 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 
When humming brown beer was, &c. 
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314 
291 


231 


When I Was a young lad, my fortune was bad gr 


When innocent paſtime our pleaſures did crown 


. ®:When Jocky was bleſs'd with your love 
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When love and youth cannot make way 314 

When mighty roaſt beef was, &c. 230 

When Orpheus went down to the regions below 230 

* When Phebus bright the azure ſkies _ 332 | 
When the bright god of da | 89 L 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 280 

When Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain 325 

When Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings 278 

When we meet again, Phely 178 

When we went to the field of war 61 
Wherever, Damon, thou ſhalt rove 144 

Where the light cannot pierce, &c. | 229 

Where wad bonny Anne ly 1 . 

While fops, in ſaft Italian verſe < 185 

Whilſt I alone your ſoul poſſeſt 28 . ©- 
Whilſt I fondly view the charmer 126 

Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 232 


White as her hand, fair Julia threw 20g 


Who has e'er been at Paris, &c. 191 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow | 157 
Why heaves my fond boſom, &c. 10 
* Why ſeeks my love the garden's bloom 164 
Why we love, and why we hate | 41 
Why will Florella, when I gaze 939 
Will you go and marry, my 276 
Willy, ne'er inquire what en 246 
Willy was a wanton wag 287 


. * Wine does wonders ev'ry day 265 
Wich an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong 250 


| With broken words, and down-caſt eyes 29 
, Witlr early horn, ſalute the morn „ 
| With every grace young Strephon choſe 90 
[\ Woman, thoughtleſs, giddy creature 225 
| Would fate to me Belinda give 80 
Would Heav'n indulge my fond deſire 6 
Wouldſt thou know her ſacred charms 230 - 


Would you taſte the noon-tide air 
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E lads and laſſes gay 14 
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oales, that gently wave the ſea 2173 
s, you gave to me a wife 

Ye 207 RY of England, who merry would make 388 
Yes, Daphne, in your face 1 find 210 
e ſwains that are courting a maid 305 
| 2 ſylvan pow) rs that rule the plain 20 
Fe weſtern climes, where Peggy goes 48 
Fe winds to whom Colin complains 101 
You I love, by all that's true | 306 
* You that love en. — to my ſong. | 297 

Young Celia, in her tender ars 
Young I am, and yet unſxill d | 201 


"AT Young Philander woo'd me lang 288 


Youth's the ſeaſon made for Joy _. 6 
Zeno, Plato, Ariſtotle 20 
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N B. At the beginning of this Volume, is printed . 
5 Ad liſt of 2 Tunes in Vol. 2. The Vo- 
5 ume are to be fold ſeparate, or together, as 
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